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Fossil of Immense Fish Found in Kansas. 


Tue British Museum has recently acquired 
what is probably the most wonderful fossil of 
a fish ever yet found. The fossil remains are 
fourteen feet long and the fish probably lived 
millions of years ago. It comes out of Kan- 
sas. Kansas, it seems, is the best place yet 
found anywhere to fish for these big fossil 
fish. In many other parts of the world por- 
tions of the skeietons of such fish have been 
found, but it is only in Kansas that the entire 
skeleton is preserved. ; 

The reason for this, as assigned by geolo- 
gists, is that in earlier geological ages when 
much of the present land surface of the globe 
was submerged, the shallow and_ tranquil 
waters of the Kansas region permitted the 
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The world’s greatest artists 


remains of these great fish to become buried 
in the mud and sand and turned to fossil form 
entire, whereas in places where the waters 
were deeper and more turbulent, the fish re- 
mains were broken up. ; 
These giant fish, which probably weighed 
up to 500 pounds when alive, belonged to the 
family called Portheus molossus. They are 
now extinct, but what caused their extermina- 
tion is not known. They were surely big and 
strong enough to look out for themselves, and 
there appears to have been no shortage of the 
food supply for them. It is thought that pos- 
sibly the changes in temperatures brought 
about by geological upheavals were too sud- 
den for them to adapt themselves to, and that 
they accordingly died out. But they have left 
their life history and their very bodies pre- 
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records exclusively for the Columbia 
Graphophone Company: 


Bispham, Bonci, Boninsegna, Cavalieri, 
Destinn, Fremstad, Garden, Godowsky, 
Gay, Harrold, Hofmann, Kingston, 
Nielsen, Nordica, Pasquali, Scharwenka, 


JOSEF HOFMANN, The World’s Greatest Pianist, 
playing Mendelssohn’s ‘Spring Song.” 
Columbia Record A-1178—Price $1.00. 


Segurola, Slezak, White, 
Ysaye, Zenatello and 
scores of others. 

All Columbia Records (double 
discs from 65 cents to $7.50) 
may be played on Victor talking 
machines. Likewise all Grafo- 


nolas will play Victor records. 


COLUMBIA 


GRAPHOPHONE COMPANY 
Woolworth Building, New York 


served in the rock for the world to study 
countless centuries afterward. We can imagine 
that if there were human beings on the globe 
at that period, there were lively times when 
a fisherman got a bite from one of these mem- 
bers of the Portheus molossus family. 

The specimen has a remarkable history. 
It was found by Professor Sternberg, who has 
achieved a world-wide fame for his discoveries 
of fossil fish and his amazing skill in digging 
his finds from the rock in which they are em- 
bedded. This fossil fish was found exposed 
at the surface of the ground and much the 
worse for the wear and tear of wind and rain 
and sun. 

But Professor Sternberg was equal to the 
occasion. The resourceful discoverer deter- 
mined to get at that other side in the case of 
this very stale fish, for the exposed side was 
useless. 

Accordingly he covered it with a thick 
layer of plaster of Paris, and when this was 
set, he proceeded to dig out the fossil from 
its bed of chalk. This accomplished, he cut 
away the stone from this under surface and 
eventually succeeded in exposing the whole 
fish, which, it will be seen, is in a most mar- 
velous state of preservation. 


Father Bernard Vaughan Thinks the Grand 
Canyon of Colorado the Most Impressive 
Sight in the World. 


THE Yellowstone cafion is wonderfully 
beautiful, says Father Bernard Vaughan, in 
the Strand Magazine, but the Colorado chasin 
is far more wonderfully magnificent. As 
some few months ago I stood on an elevated 
plain and saw at my feet, and before me, a 
gorge fifteen miles across and stretching east 
and west as far as the eye could travel, | 
found myself looking into another world, a 
world untenanted and voiceless save for the 
sound of the whirling, whistling wind. 

Just imagine the scene. There below me, 
a mile deep and fifteen miles across, was this 
yawning gulf. There, in that immense depth, 
stood out before my bewildered and worship- 
ping eyes a perfect city in which I could 
recognize every style of classic architecture 
and every period of Gothic—towers, keeps 
and turrets, domes, spires and minarets, 
streets laid out and open spaces, and flights 
of steps to cathedral, capitol, castle and en- 
circling ramparts. 

Nor was the scene without the life of 
color or the play of light and shade. Every 
hue and tint was there, and every scheme of 
treatment was depicted before my _ eyes. 
Nothing was wanting to make me feel how 
poor, petty and paltry is all man’s work whien 
put into comparison with the wonderful works 
of God! 

When we came away after having seen 
the great spaces flooded with sunlight, hidden 
in mist, and swept by rain storm, I could not 
help exclaiming to a friend who was with me, 
“This to me is the last word in architecture, 
in painting and in poetry.” 

At.Yellowstone Park my soul broke’ forth 
into the Magnificat. But here in the presence 
of the Grand Cafion of Colorado I felt in- 
clined to intone the “Gloria in Excelsis!” 

To view that cafion and to see what 
nature had wrought in this wonderland of 
wonderlands held me spellbound with awe. 
admiration and adoration. And as I stood 
there I offered up a silent prayer to heaven 
for sight and understanding, and for the privi- 
lege of being there. 


Tue steel towers that support electric power 
transmission lines are being increasingly used 
by forest rangers as fire lookout stations on 
national forests. With the harnessing of the 
mountain streams a network of these lines is 
gradually being woven over the forests, and in 
the absence of other convenient lookouts, the 
rangers find the steel towers helpful in their 
fire patrol work. : 
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Sport in Australia. 
BY H..K. ANDERSON. 
Tue BarAMUNDA (Scleropages leichhardti). 


AMONG our indigenous fresh water fishes 
there are certain kinds that are peculiar to one 
or two rivers and their tributaries. One of these 
is the baramunda, called by the blacks “thokoin.” 
It inhabits only the waters which flow into the 
Fitzroy River, Central Queensland. The bara- 
munda is a surface feeding fish, extremely shy, 
but a bold feeder, and will come readily to a 
large salmon fly or spinner of the halcyon type, 
provided the angler can present the bait without 
showing himself. The plan usually adopted is 
to use a stout fly-rod. The modern tournament 
rod would fill the bill nicely, with about fifty 
yards or more of strong salmon line. The angler 
takes up a position behind some bushes whence 
he can watch the water without exposing him- 
self, and it will probably not be long before a 
ripple may be noticed, caused by the dorsal fin 
of the baramunda cutting through the water as 
he swims along just below the surface. Some- 
times his whole length can be seen, and as these 
fish grow to about three feet and are hard 
fighters, such a sight sends a thrill of excite- 
ment through the angler. As the baramunda 
approaches (they usually peregrinate singly) a 
cast is made, the fly or spinner falling three or 
four feet ahead of the fish, and almost certainly 
the water will be churned by the powerful strokes 
of the fish as he dashes in pursuit of the skill- 
fully worked lure. The fish closes his mouth 
on the bait with a resonant snap, and nothing 
short of gimp will withstand his sharp teeth 
set in an extremely hard pair of jaws on which 
the hook can make no impression. 

Unless hooked in the tongue or palate or 
in the side of the mouth, the baramunda wil! 
usually get away, but provided the hook holds, 
he will put up a fight equal weight for weight 
to that of any fish the writer has ever caught. 
If the fish happens to be of fair size, say eight 
or ten pounds, his first rush will probably take 
twenty or thirty yards of line under a heavy 
pressure on the brake, and he will repeat the 
performance again and again until utterly ex- 
hausted. Once a baramunda has been hooked 
and played around a stretch of water, it will 
be an hour or more before another will show 
himself within fifty yards or so, and it is always 
best to move along to another likely spot, well 
away from the place where a fish has been 
fought. 

Bush anglers use a hand line with a lump 
of beef or a young bird for bait and throw it 
out in front of an advancing baramunda, which 
will seldom wait to inspect it, but charge at 
once, when he is usually pulled in hand over 
hand without a chance of escape unless the hook 
breaks or tears out of ‘his mouth. 

No record is available of a baramunda being 
caught in any other river of Australia, but they 
are found right up to the head of the tribu- 
taries of the Fitzroy. Little or nothing is known 
of their habits, spawning season, etc., but they 
are exceedingly game, and it may be possible 
at some future date to artificially hatch and dis- 
tribute them. 


During the navigation season a boat aver- 
ages to leave Chicago harbor every forty-eight 
minutes, 








GOOD HUNTING 


Moose and deer more numerous than 
for many years. Plenty of bear. 


Finest of partridge and duck shooting. 
Take a hunting trip THIS SEASON in the 


MAINE 


WOOD 


Nothing approaches it east of the Rockies. 
Nearly 15,000 square miles of wild, beautiful 


hunting country. 


Permanent camps as comfortable as your 


own home. 


Glorious air, glorious appetites, glorious sport. 
Three days of it will make you over. . 


Open season on deer, 


Oct. 1 to Dec. 15 


Open season on moose, Nov. 1 to Nov. 30 


You can leave New York at night and be in 


camp next day. 


Send for full information—where and how to go, and 


list of guides. 


Address 


VACATION 


BUREAU 


Room 1301, South Station, Boston, Mass. 








The World’s Greatest Sportswoman. 


FRENCHWOMEN, Says a writer in the Strand, 
have the honor of counting among their num- 
ber one who, they say, has a right to claim 
the title of “the finest sportswoman in the 
world,” Mlle. Marie Marvingt. 

Indeed, the sporting life of Mlle. Marvingt 
iS of a most extraordinary kind.’ Swimming, 
cycling, mountain climbing, ballooning, flying, 
riding, gymnastics, athletics, fencing—there 
is not a single sport in which she does not 
shine. Where coolness, courage and skill are 
required, in the aerodrome, on the mountains, 


in the sea, in the fencing school, she is al- 


ways to be seen in the front rank. . 
Not only is she expert with the foils and 
with the sword, but she is a first rate shot. 


In 1907, at the International Shooting Com- 
petition, she carried off the first prize at a 
range of 300 metres. On the same occasion 
she also won the first prize for shooting with 
the Flobert carbine. 

Three years ago, on March 15, 1910, the 
Academy of Sport honored her by decreeing 
her, as a singular and most exceptional mark 
of esteem, the large gold medal for distin- 
guished skill. 


Here’s How We Like To Have Them. 


Laconta, N. H., July 5, 1913.—Forest and 
Stream: Gentlemen—Enclosed find remittance 
to pay my subscription for two years, to Jan. 
I, 1915; and good luck to you. 

Georce A. QurMpsy. 
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FISHING TACKLE EXCLUSIVELY—ALL GRADES 


DRY FLY TACKLE 
DRY FLY RODS. 
“PEERLESS” Special 934 feet... .$5.00 
“NONPAREIL” Special 934 feet 10.00 
“STANDARD” Special 914 feet. ..18.00 
H. L. LEONARD Special 9% feet.35.00 


“INTRINSIC” DRY FLY LINES. 





ac ach 
SIZE D: (for Heavy Rods). .$5.50 $7.00 
ENGLISH DRY OR FLOATING SIZE E: (for Medium Rods 3.50 4.50 
FLIES. PerDoz,  ° INTRINSIC DRY FLY LEADERS. 
On Hooks No. 12 or 15........006 $1.00 Heavy, Light, or Gossamer weight: 714 
On Hooks No. 10, Long Shank..... 1.25 feet, 40 cents each. 


OUR 208-PAGE CATALOG is the most complete and comprehensive that we have 
ever issued. It is not only a “CATALOG” but an ANGLER’S ENCYCLOPEDIA. Its 


“NOVEL INDEX” gives lists of Outfits necessary for the various kinds of Angling. 
This Special Catalog No. 112 will be sent on receipt of 5c. in stamps to cover postage. 


Sele Agents for H. L. LEONARD RODS—The Rod You Will Eventually Buy 
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THOS. J. CONROY 28 





TARPON, TUNA and ALL SOUTHERN TACKLE 


HAIG & HAIG 







DIXON'S GRAPHITE 


é _ Eaieignst and Rust Taegentive 
and Gun. Write for 
R ues and Booklet No. P62. 


JOSEPH DIXON.CRUCIBLE CO. JERSEY CITY,N.J. 





















Surf Casting Reel 


Made of German Silver and Rubber, Banded, Steel 
Pinion and Click, Throw-off, Surf Casting Reel. 
200 yds. $4.00; 250 yds. $4.25; 300 yds. $5.00. 
HAND-MADE LINEN REEL LINE. 

Each Line Warranted. 
150 ft. 300 ft. 600 ft. 







Hunters 
Campers rasoe CAMP am 


900 ft. 













OR snasek He a = CSA ART) = Soa. ercaraes 
a: 2. — a ee NEW YORK : 
— ee: 45c. —-80c. 1.60 $2.50 
ee eh oe ee Split Bamboo Rods 
Bato Pk eeeotas 1.10 2.20 3.35 Entirely hand-made, after old system that made bamboo 


H. H. KIF FE CO., 523 Broadway, New York 















: An oak is not felled by one blow. Neither 
is a business built up by one advertisement. 





GET THE BEST 


CHOCOLAT and 
COCOA 






BEST VACATION TRIP 


BERMUDA 


Temperature Cooler than at the 
Middle-Atlantic Coast Resorts. 
Tours Include Hetels, Shore Excursions, Lowest Rates 


y Twin Screw S. S. “* BERMUDIAN,” 10518 tons displacement 
The ship that brought President Wilson home on the record trip of 40 hours" 

F newest and ot ache Pisces landing passengers at the dock 

et eines transfer. Golf, Tennis, Boating, Bathing and Cyclin 


every five days in connection with R.M.S.P. Co. Tickets 
Sdlasehdaasable. 






HOME 
or CAMP 


ASK FOR SUCHARD’S 


vee 









For a information a > 
A. E, OUTERBRIDGE & CO., Agents Quebec S Ltd., 29 Bread- 
way, New York; THOS. «OOK SON StS ss Doig me 
553 Sth Avenue, N. Y., or any Ticket Agent. 1 Broadway, 264 and 
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Manufacturer and Dealer in John S tree "| 


Fine Fishing Tackle & Sporting Goods New York 





Outfitters We manufac- 
for f ture light 


iJ , -~ 
BERCROMBIE bed weight and 
rot proof tents | 


‘Explorers Send for our 
new illustra- 


rods peerless. Annual reduction sale now on. Write for 
particulars. GEO. MORGAN, Rod Mfr., Syracuse, N. Y. 























ai FOR 













1 


Measure 






sistent soestssgcilciietmaliailiaialaaiadl 







total cost. 


















alignment. 











instead of two. 














additional price. 


—_—_— 


able basis. 






122°So. Fourth St., Philadelphia 
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typewriter cost 
by typewriter service 


It is the life of a typewriter, not what 
you pay for it, that determines the 





THE VICTOR 
TYPEWRITER 


(Model No. 3) 


combines durability with visibility. It 
is built to last and not to “trade-in” in 
a year or two. It has all the good 
points of other machines and a few 
extra ones of its own. For instance: 


The type bar stands on an inch-wide 
bearing, insuring permanently perfect 


The ribbon lasts twice as long as on 
other machines, as it prints in four paths 


A simple and accurate decimal tabu- 
lator is built into every machine at no 


We would be glad to demonstrate 
the advantages of the Victor to you. 


VICTOR TYPEWRITER COMPANY 


Broadway and 23d Street 
NEW YORK 


Telephone Gramercy 6583 








An advertiser may be spending a large sum, 
but not necessarily doing all the business he 
is capable of, or doing it on the most profit- 


CHAS. D. BARNEY & CO. 


Bankers and Brokers 
MEMBERS OF NEW YORK AND 
PHILADELPHIA STOCK EXCHANGES. 


25 Broad St., New York 
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HE writer does not hope to entertain the 
experienced hunter of big game, but if 
the busy business brain of some young 

hunter is for a brief period relaxed by reading 
this tale, the narrator will be fully rewarded. 

Many generations of American pioneer an- 
cestors have no doubt transmitted a love for 
the forest, and that prince of weapons, the rifle. 
It was well on toward middle age, however, be- 
fore the time arid opportunity offered me a chance 
to carry the rifle in pursuit of deer. Our 300 
or more miles of journey ended on Saturday 
night by a wagon ride into the forest from 
the railroad to the hunting lodge. What a de- 
lightful Sabbath followed—a day of rest, com- 
plete in God’s first temples—the groves. A 
beautiful world greeted us on Monday morn- 
ing, for during the night the first snow of the 
season fell, about six inches of the fluffy white- 
ness to usher in the first day of the deer sea- 
son. ; 

We were in that delightful land of Michi- 
gan, near Lake Superior, a region of little lakes 
and billowy hills, majestic hemlocks and hard 
wood ridges—the white hunters’ happy hunting 
ground. We left the camp soon, as it was light 
enough to distinguish objects, and followed a 
southwest course. How quiet it was! Not a 
raven croaked; not a bird note sounded. We 
were in the silent places of nature, and the law 
of the place was respected by us. We looked 
and listened, but spoke not. Dreamed and for- 
got the busy world we had left behind. A few 
paces and stop, to observe the beauty of the 
scene—a snow-laden evergreen forest. Three 
hours we spent and traveled a mile and a half 
and came to the edge of what is locally termed 
the ‘‘plains’—a territory fire-swept many years 
before. Mile upon mile of wave-like hills, with- 
out timber, but fern-clad, with here and there a 
patch of wild raspberry bushes, and in pleasant 
weather the feeding ground for deer. At the 
edge of the timber my companion, nearing his 
three score and ten, sat down to rest, while I 
continued out upon the plains intending to visit 
the feeding grounds and perhaps discover a 
fresh deer track. 

Killing the game is not the sole object of 
the hunting trip, but an incident, and while not 
bloodthirsty, I count it no sin to try for a nice 
piece of venison. The family at home would 
enjoy it. The law of the State had sold me a 
license to take it; in fact, to take two, but being 
firmly of the opinion that one deer should be 
the limit, the second coupon of the license 
caused me no trouble, but was determined to 
use every effort and all the theoretical skill at 


My First Deer 


By ERMIT 


my command to kill one deer. Continuing 
around the southern shoulder of a knife-like 
ridge, which projected from the forest into the 
open land, was again impressed with the change 


of scenery. No towering hemlocks here, but the 





stillness of it! Here again was tonic for tired 
nerves. No telephone bell to disturb; no din 
of busy streets, of factory whistle. Quietness 
reigned supreme. Not a movement of animal 
life. No sight of human habitation far as the 
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eye could see. Were we alone on earth? It 
seemed so. But we must get that deer. We 
had reached the western side of the ridge, and 
there were the heart-shaped tracks, the nipped 
tops of the berry bushes, a language even I, in- 
experienced as I was, could plainly read. 

Where had he gone? He had surely been 
here after the snow fell. There they are, lead- 
ing straight toward the top of the ridge in a 
northeast course. Wind in my face, I followed 
the tracks slowly. I had gone less than a quar- 
ter of a mile from the berry patch, and was now 
at the top of the ridge and just inside the timber 
line, and there lay a fallen tree with the top 
to the south. When within thirty feet of the 
middle of the trunk I halted. Leading around 
to its eastern side, around the roots of the free, 
the tracks continued. The snow had cushioned 
my footsteps and no noise that I heard was 
made by me. A strange feeling came over me. 
It has been said that the Indian hunter “feels” 
when he is going to make a kill. Be that as it 
may, I had the feeling that at this spot I would 
get my first deer, and was convinced he was on 
the eastern side of that tree trunk, but how to 
proceed I did not know. I was not excited, but 
afraid to move lest I start him, and not be in 
a position to shoot, for as this tree lay on the 
extreme top of the ridge, and thick low bushes, 
high enough, however, to conceal a deer, com- 
menced so close to the tree that one jump would 
land the deer out of vision, it would take quick 
work. I raised my rifle to shoulder, slid back 
the safety, finger on trigger and stood debating 
whether to proceed. Perhaps a half minute I 
stood thus, when with a terrific crashing sound 
into the air, head high to me, went that gray and 
white ball directly in front of the muzzle of the 
rifle. I pulled the trigger. When the deer struck 
the ground, he was well within the thicket. Ex- 
amination of the bed under the other side of 
the tree trunk. Then the tracks where he hit 
the ground gave evidence that he was hit, and 
that hard. What had started him? The wind 
was blowing from him to me. The tree trunk 
was tight to the ground. He could not have 
seen under or over it. I do not know. Well, 
had I got him? We will see. 

Having been told never to follow swiftly 
after a wounded deer, and to approach with 
caution, slowly I followed and searched, and soon 
saw where his leaps ended and toboggan slide 
down hill commenced, and a hundred yards from 
the scene of the shooting I found him against 
the foot of a tree, ham shot and shoulder shot, 
the .30-30 bullet having gone through him end- 
ways. And there lay my first deer, a three-year- 
old buck, they told me, and nice juicy venison 
it proved to be. My watch said 11 o’clock A. M. 
My companion had heard the shot, and had 
started in my direction, for I had told him I 
would circle round and come up the hill back 
of him, and he reached me soon after the dis- 
covery of the dead deer, and his words of greet- 
ing indicated his generous nature, “Buck at that, 
an’ I rather you got him than me.” He wanted 
me to have the experience. 

I have had several successful hunts since, 
but never have had and never expect to have so 
strange an experience as the first. Old hunters 
had told me that a deer always made its bed 
so it could watch its tracks and see the hunter 
on its trail. Why did this one violate the first 
law of deer preservation ? 
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An Old Sailor’s Yarn 


Part Four 
By HENRY D. ATWOOD 


availed myself of every opportunity to 

get a lift on a cart or coach, as the case 
might be, I found myself one cold winter’s night 
within the winding streets of Boston. 

There I wandered up and down for some 
time, looking in at the shop windows, and wan- 
dering where and how I should spend the night 
without a penny in my pocket. 

As I was gazing intently into a jeweler’s 
window, a large, portly man suddenly approached 
me and said: “Well, young man, you look as 
if you had been a sailor, but had been in a gale 
lately. Do you want a berth on board my ship? 
I am about to sail for Norfolk and should be 
glad to have you go with me.” 

Ragged, worn and half-starved, it may well 
be believed I accepted the kind invitation with 
a grateful heart; and the “old man” forthwith 
took me into a nearby restaurant and ordered 
a full supply of the best viand the cuisine af- 
forded. I shall never forget that meal, com- 
prising a rare beefsteak, some fried potatoes, 
hot rolls, coffee, and winding up with buckwheat 
cakes and molasses. The captain looked on with 
satisfaction as the provender disappeared with 
rapidity down my voracious throttle, and when 
I had cleared the board, he said: “Well, my 
boy, you have made a good beginning, and if 
you are half as good a sailor as you are a feeder, 
I shall have no cause for complaint.” 

“Captain,” said I, “while on board your ship 
I will endeavor to do my duty to the best of 
my ability, and furthermore I wish to assure you 
now that your kindness to me will never be 
forgotten.” 

And then I went on and narrated to him 
the story of my last terrible experience in the 
wilds of Vermont with the ravenous, devouring 
wolves. 

He expressed great surprise at my narration 
and said that for his part he should never want 
to pass through such an experience, and the 
longer he lived the more firmly convinced he 
became that the wide sea was the safest place 
in the world to traverse, as there was nothing 
but the soughing of the waves in_ pleasant 
weather, with an occasional tempest to prevent 
one’s life from becoming too monotonous. 

He was a good old captain, and I shall never 
forget his kindness to me. I accompanied him 
on several voyages between Norfolk and Boston, 
and might have been with him to this day if I 
had not by chance fallen in with an old ship- 
mate who had been seriously injured by a fall 
from the yard arm while on shipboard, and kad 
been obliged to abandon the sea for that reason. 

This old tar told me while in Norfolk that 
he was about to take a trip through Virginia 
to see some of his relatives, and invited me to 
go with him, assuring me that I would have a 
warm reception. I notified my good friend the 
captain of my intention, and while he did not 
wish to part with me, he said: “My lad, go 
with your mess-mate as you wish, and when you 
get tired of living the life of a land lubber, come 


A FTER a tiresome journey, during which I 





back to me again, and [| will always have a berth 
for you.” I thanked the old man for all his 
kindness toward me, and told him that I should 
hever forget him as long as I lived, and bade 
him good-bye and departed with my chum, Jack 
Wilson. 

Jack proved himself to be a good com- 
panion and was always good natured and ad- 
pamon to the extreme. After arriving at his 
relatives’, who were rejoiced to receive him, al- 
beit accompanied by a stranger, we remained 
some days, passing our time in inglorious ease 
beneath the shadow of the vast forests, and 
listening to the soft sighing of the winds as 
Quintilian or some other beggar has it, for | 
remember of reading it somewhere. 

lt was reported that the cougars were pretty 
plentiful in the surrounding country, and that 
some means should be taken to thin them out, 
or it would be dangerous to travel, even by day 
time, through the regions they infested. Jack 
proposed that we should take our guns and a 
pack of provisions and set out for these preda- 
tory beasts, which I was loath to do after my 
experience with the wolves. But Jack urged it 
so sorely that I finally consented, and now I will 
proceed to relate what thereafter upon us fell: 

We departed with perhaps an outward bold 
demeanor, but as for myself I felt a shudder 
of fear, as I bethought myself of my last ex- 
perfence with the savage beasts of the wilds. 
However, at the dawn of a splendid autumnal 
morning, we set forth on our adventures with 
a final parting and promise to the good folks 
at home that we would soon return, and bring 
them a sufficient supply of cougar skins to keep 
them warm throughout the days of winter. 

We traveled for three days into the recesses 
of the forest, camping wherever night overtook 
us, and on the forenoon of the fourth day ar- 
rived at the banks of the river, where we ex- 
pected to find alligators, as well as cougars in 
the woods, 

I had seated myself under a live oak and 
had prepared my fishing rod to try for some of 
the fish, which were leaping all around me, when 
I was startled by the roar of some animal in 
the distance. Soon in the canebrake a short 
distance below me I heard the sound of feet 
trampling down the cane, and scattering the 
shells that lay along the shore. 

As soon as I recovered from my surprise | 
resolved to take a view of what I supposed to 
be a couple of prairie bulls in battle, an occur- 
rence common in this country and season. 

When I reached the scene of action I be- 
held a large black bear reared up on his hind 
legs, with his fore paws raised aloft as if to 
make a lunge. His head was besmeared with 
white foam, sprinkled with red, which dropping 
from his mouth, rolled down his shaggy breast. 

Frantic from the smarting of his wounds, 
he stood gnashing his teeth, and growling at his 
enemy. A few paces in his rear was the cane- 
brake, from which he had entered. On a bank 
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battle array, stood bruin’s foe in the shape of 
an alligator fifteen feet long. He looked as if 
he had just been dipped in the Teche River, and 
had emerged like Achilles from the Styx with 
an invulnerable coat of mail. 

He was standing on tiptoe, his back curved 
upward, and his mouth thrown open, displaying 
in his wide jaws two large tusks and rows of 
teeth. His tail, six feet long, raised from the 
ground, was constantly waving like a boxer’s 
arm, to gather force. His big eyes starting from 
his head glared upon bruin, while he emitted 


a man fight. Men frequently fight when they 
are sober for no purpose, except to ascertain 
which is the better man. We must then believe 
that beasts will do the same, unless we admit 
that the instinct of beasts is superior to the 
boasted reason of man.’ 

Whether they did fight upon the present 
occasion without cause I cannot say, as I was 
not present when the fight began. A bear and 
a ram have been known to fight, and so did the 
bear and the alligator, while I prudently kept 
in the background, preserving the strictest neu- 


manner, being knocked back just far enough to 
give the ’gator time to recover the swing of his 
tail before he returned. The tail of the alligator 
sounded like a flail against the thick coat of hair 
on bruin’s head and shoulders, but he bore it 
without flinching, still pushing on to come to 
close holds with his scaly foe. 

He made his fourth charge with a degree of 
dexterity, which those who have never seen this 
clumsy looking animal exercising would suppose 
him incapable of. This time he got so close to 
the alligator before his tail struck him that the 





at times hissing cries, and again roaring like a 
bull. 

The combatants were a few -paces apart 
when I stole upon them, the first round being 
over. They remained in the attitudes described 
about a minutes, swelling themselevs as large 
as possible, but marking the slightest motions 
of each other with attention and great caution, 
as if each felt confident he had met his match. 

During this pause I was concealed behind 
a tree watching their maneuvers in silence. I 
could scarcely believe my eyesight. What, 
thought I, can these two beasts have to fight 
about? Some readers may doubt the tale in 
this account, but if it had been a bull fight, no 
one would have doubted it, because everyone 
knows what they are fighting for. 

The same reason will not always apply to 
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trality between the belligerents. And now, if the 
reader is satisfied that such a battle as this might 
have taken place in the absence of any known 
cause, I will go on to tell what I saw of it, as 
a witness should. 

Bruin, though evidently baffled, had a firm 
look, which showed he had not lost confidence 
in himself. If the difficulty of the undertaking 
had once deceived him, he was preparing to go 
at it again. Accordingly, letting himself down 
upon all fours, he ran furiously at the alligator. 
The alligator was ready for him, and throwing 
his head and body partly around to avoid the 
onset, met bruin half way with a blow of his 
tail that rolled him back in the shells. 

Old bruin was not to be put off by one hit. 
Three times in rapid succession he rushed at the 
alligator, and was as often repulsed in the same 


blow came with half its usual effect. The alli- 
gator was upset by the charge, and before he 
could recover himself, bruin grasped him round 
the body below the fore legs, and holding him 
down on his back, seized one of his legs in his 
mouth. 

The alligator was now in a desperate situa- 
tion, notwithstanding his coat of mail, which is 
softer on his belly than his back from which 
“the darted steel in idle shivers flies.” 

As a Kentuckian would say, “he was getting 
used up fast.” Here, if I had dared to speak 
and had supposed he could understand English, 
I should have uttered the encouraging exhorta- 
tion of the poet: 

“Now gallant knight, now hold thy own, 


No maiden’s arms are ‘round thee thrown.” 


The alligator attempted in vain to bite. 
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Pressed down as he was, he could not open his 
mouth, the upper jaw of which only moves, and 
his neck was so stiff that he could not turn his 
head short round. The amphibious beast fetched 
a scream in despair, but being a warrior “by 
flood and by field,” he was not yet entirely over- 
come. 

Writhing his tail about in agony, he hap- 
pened to strike it against a small tree that stood 
next the bayou. Aided by this purchase, he 
made a convulsive flounder, which precipitated 
himself and bruin, locked together into the river. 

The bank from which they fell was four 
feet high, and the water below seven feet deep. 
The tranquil stream received the combatants with 
a loud splash, then closed over them in silence. 
A volley of ascending bubbles announced their 
arrival at the bottom, where the battle ended. 
Presently bruin rose again, scrambled up the 
bank, cast a hasty glance back at the river, and 
made off, dripping, to the canebrake. 

I never saw the alligator afterward to know 
him. No doubt he escaped in the water, which 
he certainly could not have done if he had re- 
mained a few minutes longer on land. Bruin 
was forced by nature to let go his grip under 
water to save his own life. I therefore think he 
is entitled to the credit of the victory; besides 
by implied consent the parties were bound to 
finish the fight on land where it began, and ‘so 
bruin understood it. 

On the day following the encounter between 
the alligator and bruin, my companion and self 
made an exploration into an extensive swamp, 
situated at the mouth of a creek known by the 
name of Vanconnah, and partly inundated by the 
swelling of several large bayous, the principal 
of which, crossing the swamp in its whole ex- 
tent, discharges its waters not far from the 
Yazoo River. 

While rambling about we chanced to meet 
with a squatter’s cabin on the banks of the Cold 
Water River, which we entered and opened con- 
versation with its inmate. He told us he thought 
it the very place we ought to visit, and pointed 
to some bear and deer skins which he had shot 
there. On asking if he would accompany us 
through the great morass, he cordially assented 
to my proposals. 

We then sat down to supper of homely but 
wholesome fare, and at its conclusion I asked 
my host what had induced him to remove to 
this wild and solitary spot. “The people are 
growing too numerous now to thrive in New 
England” was his answer. After conversing for 
some time, we laid ourselves down on pallets of 
bear skins and reposed on the floor of the only 
apartment of which the hut consisted. 

Day dawned and the squatter’s call to his 
hogs, which, being almost in a wild state, were 
suffered to seek the greater portion of their food 
in the woods, awakened me. My companion and 
self being ready dressed were not long in join- 
ing him. The hogs and their young came grunt- 
ing at the well-known call of their owner, who 
threw them a few ears of corn, and counted 
them, but told me that for some weeks their 
number had been greatly diminished by the. rav- 
ages committed upon them by a large panther, 
and that the ravenous animal did not content 
himself with the flesh of his pigs, but now and 
then carried off one of his calves, notwithstand- 
ing many attempts he had made to shoot it. 

The panther had on several occasions robbed 
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him of a dead deer, and to those exploits the 
squatter added several feats of audacity which 
it had performed. Delighted by the description, 
L offered to assist him in destroying the enemy, 
at which he was highly pleased, but assured me 
that unless some of his neighbors should assist 
us with their dogs and his own, the attempt 
would prove fruitless. Soon after mounting a 
horse, he went off to his neighbors, several of 
whom lived at a distance of some miles, and 
appointed a day of meeting. 

The hunters made their appearance one fine 
morning at the door of the cabin, just as the 
sun was emerging from beneath the horizon. 
They were five in number, and fully equipped 
for the chase, being mounted on horses which 
in strength, speed and bottom are better fitted 
for pursuing a cougar or bear through woods 
and morasses than any in the country. The 
squatter, my companion and self were mounted 
on the three best horses. 

Few words were uttered by the party till 
we had reached the edge of the swamp, where 
it was agreed that all should disperse and seek 
for the fresh track of the panther, it being previ- 
ously settled that the discoverer should blow his 
horn and remain on the spot until the rest shou!d 
join him. 

In less than an hour the sound of the horn 
was clearly heard, and sticking close to the 
trapper, off we went through the thick woods, 
guided only by the repeated call of the distant 
huntsman. We soon reached the spot, and in a 
short time the rest of the party came up. The 
best dogs were sent forward to track the cougar, 
and in a few moments the whole pack were ob- 
served diligently trailing and bearing in their 
course for the interior of the swamp. The rifles 
were immediately put in trim, and the party fol- 
lowed the dogs at separate distances, but in 
sight of each other,-determined to shoot at no 
other game than the panther. 

The dogs soon began to mouth, and sud- 
denly quickened their pace. My companion con- 
cluded that the beast was on the ground, and 
putting our horses to a gallop, we followed the 
dogs, guided by their voices. The noise in- 


creased, when all of a sudden their mode of” 


barking altered, and the squatter urged me to 
push on and told me the beast was treed, by 
which he meant he had got upon some low 
branch of a tree to rest, and that should we not 
succeed in shooting him, we might expect a long 
chase of it. As we approached the spot, we all 
united in a body, but on seeing the dogs at the 
foot of a large tree, separated again and gal- 
loped off to surround it. 

Each hunter now moved with caution, hold- 
ing his rifle ready, and allowing the bridle to 
dangle on the neck of the horse as we advanced 
slowly toward the dogs. A shot from one of 
the party was heard, on which the cougar was 
seen to leap to the ground, and bound off with 
such velocity as to show that he was unwilling 
to stand our fire longer. The dogs set off in 
pursuit with great eagerness, and a deafening 
cry. The hunter who had fired came up and 
said that his ball had hit the monster, and had 
probably broken one of his fore legs near the 
shoulder, the only place at which he could aim. 

A slight trail of blood was discovered on 
the ground, but the dogs proceeded at such a 
rate that we merely noticed this, and put spurs 
to our horses which galloped on toward the cen- 
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ter of the swamp. One bayou was crossed, then 
another still larger and more muddy, but the 
dogs were brushing forward, and as the horses 
began to pant at a furious rate, we judged it 
best to leave them and advance on foot. These 
determined hunters knew that the cougar being 
wounded would shortly ascend another tree, 
where he would remain for a considerable time, 
and that it would be easy to follow the track. 
We dismounted, took off the saddles, got the 
bells attached to the horses’ necks at liberty to 
jingle, hobbled the animals, and left them to 
shift for themselves. 

After marching for a couple of hours, we 
again heard the dogs. Each of us pressing for- 
ward, elated at the thought of terminating the 
career of the cougar. Some of the dogs were 
heard whining, although the greater number 
barked vehemently, We felt assured that the 
cougar was treed. As we came up to the dogs 
we discovered the ferocious animal lying across 
a large branch close to the trunk of a cotton- 
wood tree, his broad breast lying toward us, 
his eyes bent on us, and again on the dogs be- 
neath him. One of his fore legs hung closely 
by his side, and he lay crouched with his ears 
close to his head, as if he thought he might re- 
undiscovered. Three balls were fired at 
him at a given signal, on which he sprang a few 
feet from the branch and tumbled headlong to 
the ground. 

Attacked on all sides by the enraged dogs, 
the infuriated cougar fought desperately, but the 
squatter advancing in front of the party and al- 
most in the midst of the dogs, shot him immedi- 
ately behind and beneath the left shoulder. The 
cougar wreathed for a moment in agony and in 
another lay dead. 

’ The sun was now sinking in the west. Two 
of the hunters separated from the rest to pro- 
cure venison, while the rest of the party agreed 
to camp on the spot. While preparing the camp, 
we heard the report of a gun, and soon after 
one of the hunters returned with a small deer. 

A fire was lighted and each hunter displayed 
his pone bread along with a flask of whiskey, 
“nature’s sweet restorer,’ composed of corn and 
rye. 

These materials afforded us an excellent 
meal, and as the night grew darker, stories and 
songs went round, until my companions, fatigued, 
laid themselves down close under the smoke of 
the fire and soon fell asleep. 

I walked for some minutes round the camp 
to contemplate the beauties of that nature from 
which I have certainly derived my greatest pleas- 
ures. I thought of the occurrences of the day, 
and glancing my eye around, remarked the singu- 
lar effect produced by the phosphorescent quali- 
ties of the large decayed trunks which lay in 
all directions around me. How easy, I thought, 
would it be for the confused and agitated mind 
of a person bewildered in a swamp like this to 
imagine in each of these luminous mosses some 
wondrous and fearful being, the very sight of 
which might make the hair stand erect on the 
head. The thought of being myself placed in 
such a predicament burst over my mind, and I 
hastened to join my companions, beside whom 
I laid me down to sleep, assured that no enemy 
could approach us without first warning the dogs, 
which were growling in fierce dispute over the 
remains of the cougar. - 

[TO BE CONTINUED. ] 
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Two Weeks with the Bass and Pickerel 


At Intermediate Lake, Antrim County, Michigan 
By KINGFISHER 


UR excursion for trout up Cedar River 
had been laid out for the next day, and 
accordingly we were astir long before the 

young eagles across the lake said a word about 
approaching daylight. The Scribe felt indis- 
posed, or had a premonition of what was to 
come, and said “he believed he would stay in 
camp and look after an accumulation of bile’’— 
laziness, Jim called it—that was a pesterin’ of 
him.” 

Jim and I had, however, made up our minds 
to have trout for supper, and taking the small 
boat and our tackle went to the foot of the lake 
and down Intermediate River a mile or more 
till we struck an old log road, used only in 
winter, leading through the swamp, another mile 
or more to the main road on the “hard land.” 
This we followed till we came to the “witness” 
tree at the intersection of the township lines, 
where Cutler’s instructions said, “Go due south 
eighty rods, and you will find Cedar River.” 
A farmer who happened along put us on the 
right track, and told us it was just a mile to the 
river, and when we reached the stream, we were 
satisfied he had a higher regard for the truth, or 
a better knowledge of distances than our friend 
Cutler. 

Striking into the township road, which was 
a mere trail, a half mile brought us to the brow 
of a high hill, and down this the devious path 
led us through a heavy wood to the edge of 
the swamp, through which flowed the river we 
were in search of. Across the swamp, perhaps 
a quarter of a mile wide, a corduroy road had 
been constructed, and two rude bridges of logs 
and poles scarcely two feet above the water, 
spanned the stream, which was here in two 
branches and separated by a strip of swamp a 
few yards wide. The stream itself, what we 
could see of it, was beautifully clear and cold, 
and after our tramp through the hot woods a 
copious draught of its icy water refreshed us 
wonderfully. Between the two bridges we 
“camped” and prepared for the sport. 

We had been told it would be useless to try 
to use fine tackle, as the “bresh” was so thick 
we would be sure to break our rods getting 
through it along the stream, and fly-casting was 
utterly out of the question except in a very few 
spots where there were no fish. 

We had, therefore, taken with us a couple 
of light cane poles, nine or ten feet long, a line 
tied to each, of near the same length, hooks and 
a good chunk of lead to hold the bait “level” in 
the rapid water, and a dozen or more mussels 
(clams, the natives call them) for bait. Mussels 
are easily procured in the shallow water along 
the shores around the islands, and in shallow 
places in the rivers. Float your boat over them, 
and with a switch four or five feet long, sharp- 
ened to a flat point, you may get a dozen in as 
many minutes without getting wet. They lie 
partly buried in the sand with the shell usually 
open from an eighth to a quarter of an inch, 
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and into this opening poke your sharpened stick 
and they at once close on it with a grip so firm 
that you may pull them from the sand and gravel 
when half buried, and lift them into the boat. 

The buff-colored, tough strip next the thin 
edges of the shell (the “foot” of the mussel) 
makes famous trout bait, and bass and pickerel 
take it with good relish when nothing better 
offers. 

Jim was so eager to take his first trout that 
he baited his hook and wormed his way through 
the bushes three or four rods below and began 
to fish, while I finished cutting up the bait. He 
said he had heard so much about the delights 
of trout fishing that he wanted to get at it right 
away and astonish the first “smarty” of a trout 
that went for his clam, by the easy and grace- 
ful manner in which he would be yanked from 
his native element. He had read up on “speckled 
beauties,” and the thrills of ecstasy that chase 
each other through one’s frame while playing 
one of the aforesaid s. b.’s, and he wanted to 
go back home and say to his friends that he 
had been thrilled; that “ketchin’ trout was no 
great shakes after all.” Five minutes after he 
disappeared in the bushes, and I heard a heavy 
splash in the water below, but thinking he had 
stepped on a rotten log which had broken and 
fallen into the stream, I paid no further atten- 
tion to it. 

A few minutes later the bushes parted and 
a discouraged, shiftless looking object stepped 
out on the corduroy, dripping with water, and 
listlessly dragging a fish pole after it. It was 
the frame of Jim, collapsed and shrunken. His 
pallid face, from which all color had fled, looked 
ghastly, and with chattering teeth and a sickly 
grin that tried hard to reach from one side of 
his full grown countenance to the other, he 
jerked out. ‘First trout—to get; thrills and chills 
—plenty of ’em,” and a few other similar re- 
marks that the occasion seemed to him to re- 
quire. 

While he unloaded his pockets of soaked 
matches, smoking tobacco, plug ditto; box of fish 
hooks, pipe, knife, cigars, etc., and spread them 
on a split log in the road to dry, I leaned up 
against the shattered stump of an old cedar and 
—*‘rested.” A few minutes in the broiling sun 
took the chill out of him and stopped the chatter 
of his teeth sufficiently to let him tell how it 
all came about. He had found a nice looking 
pool forty or fifty yards below the road, which, 
judging from what he had read about trout 
streams, ought to be a good place for fish. 

The stream was about fifteen feet wide and 
four or five feet deep, and directly across it at 
the deepest point lay the moss-covered trunk of 
an old cedar, the greater part of it under water. 
Dropping his bait quietly in above the log, he 
saw a flash dart from under it, and a smart tug 
at his line told him that he had a “bite.” Thrill 
number one (with the ecstasy). A fierce jerk 
wound line, hook and sinker around a branch 


eight feet overhead that hung over the middle 
of the stream, without the trout. All efforts to 
loosen it (from the bank) were fruitless, and 
the only way he saw to reach it was from the 
log across the pool. Stepping cautiously out of 
it, he placed one foot on a limb four or five 
inches in diameter that projected from the trunk 
straight up the stream, and pulling the branch 
down with the line in one hand, reached for the 
hook with the other. He was a few inches 
short, and taking another short step out on the 
limb, he stretched for it again, and just as he 
touched the branch the bark on the limb slipped, 
and he went backward his full length into the 
icy water. Thrill number two (ecstasy left out). 
He did not stop to examine the formation of 
the bottom, but coming to the surface with a 
snort, reached for his hat, which had floated off, 
clambered up on the log and back to the bank, 
still hanging on to his pole. He said the first 
sensation he felt when he struck the water was 
that it was boiling hot, and the next that all 
the blood in him had rushed to his heart and 
frozen there in a lump. 

A vicious yank broke the line near the sinker 
and he came skulking through the brush back 
to the road with his carrying capacity taxed to 
the utmost limit, with wrath and suppressed pro- 
fanity, which broke loose in full volume as he 
warmed up in the sun. This little side show 
spoiled the fishing in that pool, and it was the 
best looking piece of water we found during the 
day. Stripping off his pants and woolen over- 
shirt, we wrung them out and spread them to 
dry on the hot, clean logs and poles forming 
the road, Jim meantime seeking the shade of a 
friendly bush to ponder on the uncertain tenure 
of rotten bark on a moss-covered cedar limb, 
and group together the different “thrills” he had 
experienced in his first half hour's trout fishing. 

I took my way up stream to try my luck, 
leaving him to his solitary watch on his fast- 
drying raiment and his reflections. 

After floundering through an almost im- 
penetrable tangle of brush and fallen trees for 
three-quarters of an hour, occasionally finding 
a place where I could get to the water, I re- 
turned to the road with a trout of half a pound 
to find Jim getting into his nearly dry clothes, 
and ready to again try the temperature of Cedar 
River, if it got in his way. 

We went down the stream, passing the 
“Editor’s Sanctum” on the way, Jim stopping a 
moment to shake his clenched hand at his hook 
dangling from the branch over the water. Every 
step of our way was impeded by bushes and 
branches sweeping the ground, through which 
we pushed and struggled, dragging. our rods 
after us. Trees and brush, bushes and trees, up- 
right trees, leaning trees, fallen. trees,’ crossed 
and tangled, barred our way, and old logs here 
and there, covered with moss, green and rotting, 
helped to fill up the measure of our discomfort. 
Overhead the thick branches kept out the sun’s 
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rays, except at rare openings along the stream. 
Once in a while we would find an opening to 
the water and poke our rods through it over 
the stream to try for a rise between the logs 
and limbs and fallen trees that covered the water 
like a tangled spider’s web, in places a tangled 
mass, over and under, and partly in the water, 
in every conceivable direction. Frequently, as 
we forced our weary way along the low banks, 
we would step on a patch of soft green moss 
and plunge a foot or two into the icy water, 
where the current had eaten under the bank, 
leaving only the treacherous carpet of moss as 
a lure for the feet of the unwary angler, and it 
was at such little mishaps that Jim's wonderful 
command of language—not in the books—came 
into play with the most brilliant effects. Drag- 
ging a leg out of a hole, he tilted it back in the 
rear to let the water run out of his boot, and 
as he rubbed his off-eye where a spruce branch 
had swished into it as I passed ahead, a few 
fragments caught my ear, such as “Delights of 
trout fishing—glorious sport—fell in the stream 
—broiled in the sun—both shins peeled—-boots 
full of ice water—one eye knocked out with a 
‘pbresh’—back bro—.” Here a hearty “Ho ho! 
ho!’ changed the drift of his thoughts as I 
tripped over a root and measured my length in 
a nice bed of soft, black mud. 

After fishing every available spot of water 
for half a mile without a nibble, we were con- 
vinced that Jim had polluted the water to such 
an extent when he fell in that all the trout that 
were not paralyzed had taken refuge in their 
deepest and most remote hiding places. We sat 
down on a log to rest, and Jim swore a highly 
polished oath that he wouldn’t go a step further 
for all the trout that could find breathing room 
in Lake Michigan, and striking the butt of his 
rod a foot into the ooze at his feet, clinched 
it with, “There, blank you! Stick there till 
some other lunatic comes along and pulls you 
out! Let’s go to camp.” 

Avoiding the windings of the stream, we 
worked our way back through the woods to the 
corduroy, striking it a few yards from the 
bridge over the south branch. Disliking to go 
back to camp and face the Scribe without a mess 
of trout, I prevailed on Jim to wait and rest 
while I went up to the stream to where I took 
the half-pounder. 

The character of the swamp above the road 
was much the same as below, if anything a trifle 
worse. At very few places could I use more 
than three or four feet of line on account of 
the overhanging limbs and bushes, but by care- 
fully fishing the south branch for an eighth of 
a mile, I took eight beautifully marked fish of 
nearly the same size as the first one, and lost 
twice as many more for want of room to handle 
them in. Some of them I lifted a foot or two 
from the water, only to see them shake clear 
of the hook and fall back in the stream. One 
hungry fellow took the bait six times, and was 
twice lifted a foot or more out of the water. 
The sixth time the hook buried itself over the 
barb, and by sliding the rod back of me through 
the bushes, I got hold of the line and dragged 
him out on the bank. In fact, this mode of land- 
ing them was the rule and not the exception. 

I am aware it was an unsportsmanlike way 
of taking a trout, and a fly-fisher looking on 
would have smiled at the procedure, but had the 
best of them been in my shoes, they would prob- 


ably have done as I did, or gone back to camp 
troutless. The fish were not at all shy; on the 
contrary, some of them would take the bait four 
and five times while I stood in plain sight. To 
fish this stream—at least, where we fished it— 
a short, stiff rod and a stout line and hook are 
necessary with which to yank them out from 
between the logs and from under roots before 
they have time to whip around a limb or snag. 
Nearer the mouth there are a few pools where 
neighbor Johnson has cut away the “bresh,” and 
at these places, he said, excellent sport might 
be had with both bait and fly, but he carelessly 
failed to apprise me of this fact till the day 
before I was ready to break camp. Score one 
for Brother Johnson. 

I am satisfied that the stream is full of trout, 
but whoever starts in to fishing’ must keep it 
steadily in his mind that he is not going to a 
picnic, but to a day’s hard, laborious work. A 
lusty shout from below and a glance at the sun 
through a rift in the foliage warned me it was 
time to quit if we were to make camp before 
dark. Back to the road once more I found Jim 
enjoying a quiet smoke—his tobacco and matches 
having thoroughly dried in the hot sun—and im- 
patient to start. Going back to the boat we 
twice took a wrong road, adding at least a mile 
to the weary tramp, but finally the sight of the 
little river gladdened our eyes and put new life 
into our tired legs. A vigorous use of the oars 
took us to camp at sundown, and a few minutes 
later our trout were crowding out the smell of 
bass and pickerel from two sputtering, sizzling 
frying-pans over the fire. So ended the Editor’s 
first day after trout. 

I spent most of the next day up the lake 
with my old friends, the bass and longfaces, with 
whom I had many sharp and frequent differ- 
ences. The boys spent the forenoon in studying 
over and preparing for a contemplated trip down 
the lakes to Traverse City, back up the bay to 
Charlevoix, up Pine Lake to the mouth of the 
Boyne, stage to Boyne Falls, and from there to 
Petoskey by rail. In the afternoon they tied a 
boat to a stake in the edge of the rushes at the 
foot of the island, and with the middle and top 
joints of a bass'rod, and four or five feet of a 
light line, had some rare sport with the sunfish. 
Around the islands and along the shore of these 
lakes near and among the rushes are countless 
thousands of these game little fellows, from an 
inch to seven and eight inches in length, and 
they bite eagerly at anything in the shape of 
bait. They are clear grit to the last, and be- 
sides the sport of taking them, which is the prime 
consideration, they diffuse a very “comfortin’ 
odor” from a well regulated frying-pan. 

After supper the question of breaking camp 
was taken up and disposed of. I had my choice 
of breaking up, sending the traps with the camp 
boy to the railroad to be shipped home, and join 
them on their trip, or stay, fish out my furlough, 
pack up and go home by myself. I chose the 
latter, as I had come just a purpose to fish. 
Breakfast over next morning, the boys packed 
a small gripsack with a box of cigars and a 
paper collar, and waited for one of the Cutler 
boys to come over with his boat and take them 
to Central Lake, whence they were to cross over 
to Russell’s and wait for the steamer for Elk 
Rapids. While they waited, I went up the lake 
and fished till they came along, and when the 
good-byes were said, they disappeared behind 


Long Point, and I saw them no more till we 
met at home. 

When they were really gone, having my man 
Friday ready to hand in the person of “Johnnie,” 
I felt a little Crusoeish, but that night about 10 
o'clock a party of four young fellows arrived 
from Chicago for a week’s fishing, and knocked 
all my sentiment and solitude into the lake, and 
I drifted gladly back into the old, pleasant re- 
lations with the fish, the eagles, the loons, the 
kingfishers and the muskrats. 

Next day I took, with eight others, the 
largest small-mouthed black bass that we got on 
the trip, but was unable to get his weight, as the 
Scribe had locked the scale in his trunk and 
taken the key’ with him. He was three inches 
longer and an inch deeper in front of the dorsal 
than the one that weighed six and a half pounds, 
and I fondly believed he would have pulled the 
scale “night on to” eight pounds. 

Somehow, it is nearly always the case that 
when one lands his biggest fish there is no scale 
at hand to get his weight, and it is also a well- 
known fact that the fish is sure to benefit by it 
in the matter of avoirdupois, but herein is one 
of the chief comforts of the honest angler, for 
besides gratifying a natural propensity to tell 
“fish stories,’ it displays a characteristic trait 
in the craft in not taking a mean advantage of 
anything, not even a fish, to make it appear 
smaller than it really is. 

I gave him, with a dozen others, to three 
neighbor boys—shavers of ten to fourteen years 
who had fallen into the praiseworthy habit of 
picking a tin pail full of ripe, red raspberries 
every afternoon, and bringing them over to us 
in the evening, and I am certain the friendly 
relations existing between us were not in the 
least disturbed by not knowing the exact weight 
of that fish. 

The last four days of my stay I tried a new 
bait, suggested by using a trout fin, and the re- 
sult was most astonishing. It was simply the 
half of the caudal fin of a three or four-pound 
pickerel. Select a  bright-colored fin, leaving 
enough flesh and skin on to afford a firm hold 
for the hook, and troll with it with sixty to 
seventy-five feet of line out. The bait does not 
revolve in the water like a spoon, but dodges 
from side to side in a crazy, erratic sort of way, 
and if there is a longface in sight, he makes a 
dash for it without waiting to ask, “What have 
we here?” It is the most killing lure for pick- 
erel I ever used, and I verily believe that had 
I been disposed I could have taken a hundred 
of them in a day’s fishing. I took a dozen or 
more large bass with these pieces of fin, but it 
seems to be the one particular sham the long- 
faces have been looking after, for lo these many 
years. 

After taking eight or ten fish with the half 
of a fin, it becomes worn and split by their teeth 
till it is useless. Select another one which has 
the stripes of rusty black, dull red and orange 
well defined, and repeat till you are worn out 
handling them. 

I will say of the two kinds of bass in this 
lake, the large and the small-mouthed, that they ~ 
are identical with the Micropterus pallidus and 
M. salmoides, described by Prof. Gill. They are 
game to the last gasp, especially ithe small- 
mouthed one, and I had more keen sport and 
high enjoyment handling a dozen of the largest 
ones than with all the pickerel | took, although 
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it is rare fun to wear out and gaff a ten or 
twelve-pound longface. There may be better 
sport than black bass fishing, but the writer 
seeketh it not, neither doth he hanker after it. 
Contentment ariseth and goeth forth with the 
bass fisher in the early morning; it lingereth 
with him through the day, and it abideth with 
him even unto the falling of the shadows of the 
evening, and unto the closing of the day. True 
game, noble and glorious is the black bass—the 
peer of all his fellows of the waters—and as the 
craft begins to appreciate his qualities, he takes 
a step to the front each year as the future game 
fish of the North and West. Not many years, 
till he will flirt his tail in the face of the last 
Salmo fontinalis of these regions, unless a law 
is passed and enforced, to punish the murderers 
of innocent fingerlings, and to better protect the 
forests that give life to the streams. 

Friday morning and time to break camp 
came all too soon, and I prepared to leave the 
little green island and go back to the smoke, and 
dirt and din of the “Paris of America” with 
many genuine regrets. The Cutler boys came 
over early in the morning to help pack up, and 
by 10 o'clock the sun had dried the dew out of 
the tents and fly, and everything was ready to 
put aboard the boats. 

This time we used but two boats and made 
but one trip, by lashing the boats together about 
three feet apart with some loose boards, and 
loading the bulking boxes on top as a deck 
load, leaving room at each side to handle 
an oar. 

One of the Cutler boys had engaged to take 
us to Mancelona by a road that promised a bet- 
ter way of getting out from the lake than to 
go by Bellaire, and believing there could not be 
a worse way, I swallowed the bait eagerly and 
wished afterward I hadn’t. Our point of de- 
barkation—the only place for a goodly distance 
along the east shore where a wagon could get 
to the water—was near the mouth of our little 
stream at a “landing” where a corduroy road 
had been made through the swamp from the 
hard land to the lake shore. Pap Cutler was 
waiting for us with a new wagon and a yoke 


of sleek, powerful young steers—a team that 
did not promise much speed, but they proved 
sure and reliable in miry places and wearisome, 


knee-deep sandhills that we found on the way. 
I am sure a pair of ordinary horses would have 
stuck in some quagmire or left us hard and fast 
on a sandhill somewhere on that infernal road, 
and I was thankful before the end was reached 
that we had the patient, plodding cattle, and a 
careful driver to handle them, in the person of 
Willard Cutler. When the wagon was loaded, 
with head uncovered, I made a profound bow 
to the beautiful lake, said good-bye to Pap 
Cutler, who stayed behind to care for the boats, 
and bade adieu to the “laughing waters of In- 
termediate.” 

We stopped a few minutes at Cutler’s house 
—which, with his outbuildings, make up the town 
of Lake Shore, postoffice and all—to get an ‘axe 
and a log chain, to be used in case we should 
have to cut away a fallen tree from across the 
road or meet with a mishap of any kind. While 
waiting, good, matronly Mother Cutler filled the 
writer up with cool, fresh buttermilk, for which 
he confesses a special weakness, and at 12 noon, 
Willard said: “Come, boys,” to his pets, and 
we were fairly in for a drive, or rather tramp, 
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of fifteen miles over a road that would develop 
profanity in a wooden Indian. 

It is enough to say of that road that there 
may be a few more in Michigan, or somewhere, 
that are not so good. We walked nearly all the 
way, because we could not stay on the wagon 
without being tied on. 

Five miles from the station we crossed 
Cedar River, stopping awhile to rest the tired 
cattle and our nearly played-out legs. Here we 
cooled the red-hot inner man and boy with 
copious draughts from the limpid stream, and 
went on our way filled with fresh vigor and 
cold water. About three miles further on we 
stopped at a farm house to get a drink from a 
well 163 feet deep, and judging from the ex- 
treme coldness of the water, it must have had 
direct underground communication with the 
deepest and coldest pool of Cedar River. 

From here into town the road was better, 
and we managed to stay on the wagon, greatly 
to the relief of our weary legs and the evident 
disgust of Willard’s “boys.” 

An hour before sundown we drove up to 
the depot, thankful that it was all over, and 
after checking the baggage and billing the camp 
furniture through as freight, I dropped in on 
Charley Persons, of the Mancelona House, to 
scour up and see how many of his .32 caliber 
biscuits it would take, flanked by a 2 x 4 beef- 
steak, to fill a good-sized area of crying empti- 
ness, somewhere in the region below the dia- 
phragm. In twenty minutes after the call to 
supper I had a waiter girl distracted, and the 
genial Persons ready to make an assignment. 
Appetites? Well, yes! Northern Michigan is 
full of ’em. 

When the biscuits gave out, the waiter girl 
folded up her exhausted frame into a chair, and 
Persons and I adjourned outside to laugh at the 
antics of a young bear cub chained to a stake 
in the yard. 

The train south came along at 11:05, and 
half an hour after I was curled up on two seats, 
sound asleep, and dreaming I was back on the 
sparkling lake with the bass and longfaces, and 
the loons and kingfishers. 

Before reeling up this “hundred yard, hard- 
twisted letter of many kinks,” I wish to say a 
word about the G. R. & I. R. R. and its manage- 
ment, as affecting sportsmen. 

First, there is no region in the country as 
easy of access as by this road that will afford 
the trout and bass fisher better or more abundant 
sport. The “Six Lakes’ chain is literally alive 
with bass and pickerel, and several of the 
streams flowing into these lakes are full of 
trout, with a fair sprinkling of that “silvery 
beauty of the gorgeous dorsal,” the American 
grayling. 

The region around Petoskey is perhaps as 
good, but there are too many people there dur- 
ing the season. Everybody—his uncles and his 
aunts and his aunt’s sisters—goes there, till “the 
woods are full of ’em.” They camp out, and 
they stay at the hotels, and they overrun the 
country, and they fish, and they don’t fish— 
mostly don’t. If you want solitude—and what 
true lover of the rod and reel does not?—if you 
want to have a private talk with Dame Nature 
without being interrupted or ‘jostled by a crowd, 
go to the Six Lakes; if you don’t, go to Petoskey 
and fish Crooked, Burt and Mullet lakes, and on 
through to Cheboygan. 


SEPT. 13, 1913. 





Deer and ruffed grouse (local, “partridge”) 
are very plenty in the region where we were, and 
later in the season the lakes are covered with 
thousands of wild geese and ducks, but as all 
game and wildfowl are out of season in July ex- 
cept woodcock, they received no attention from us, 

A bear may be found almost any day along 
Cedar River, but we had not lost any bears that 
we knew of, and besides, somehow, we did not 
care much about bear meat. 

But to come back to the railroad. The man- 
agement carries dogs, guns and fishing tackle, 
with a liberal allowance of traps, free, and one 
can always get a civil and respectful answer to 
a question from the officers and men, from con- 
ductor down to the humblest “wheel polisher.” 

I have no acquaintance with W. O. Hughart, 
president and general manager of the whole line, 
but if he is half as courteous and obliging and 
as solicitous of the comfort of the patrons of 
the road as are the men under him with whom 
we came in contact, the directors have certainly 
the right man in the right place. 

The lower end of the line, from Fort Wayne 
to Richmond, is under the able management of 
that clear-headed, sterling old Quaker, Wm. 
Parry, well and familiarly known in Eastern 
Indiana railroad circles as “Uncle Billy,’ and 
the angler who may have occasion to “run’’ the 
end of the “fishing line’ held by him, may be 
assured that his lines will be cast in pleasant 
places and his comfort looked after by a crew 
of careful and obliging train men. The road 
from Richmond to Cincinnati is controlled by 
the C. H. & D. R. R. Co., and is under the eye 
of that clever gentleman, Lew Williams, general 
manager, to whom the writer is indebted for 
many courtesies. 

A word about the expense. We were out 
from Cincinnati» seventeen days, and our ex- 
penses, each, including $19.75 for round trip 
ticket, were $42 and a few cents. This included 
transportation from Mancelona to the lake and 
back, boat hire and camp boy, and we lived well 
and had everything needful for a well conducted 
camp. 

I got home on Saturday night, and Monday 
morning fell into line and resumed the prose of 
life with new vigor and clear head, having er- 
joyed a trip that will never be forgotten. And 
now, old friend, my lines are reeled up, reels 
cleaned, oiled and put away, rods unjointed, bur- 
nished up and in their cases, and the Editor, the 
Scribe and the writer are counting the weeks 
till the time comes when we (with yourself) 
may again wet our lines in the “placid waters 
of glorious Intermediate Lake.” 

[THE END.] 


Sea Fever. 


I “— - down to the seas again, to the lonely sea and 
the sky, 

And all I ask is a tall ship and a star to steer her by; 

And the wheel’s kick and the wind’s song and the white 
sail’s shaking, 

And a gray mist on the sea’s face, and a gray dawn 
breaking. 


T must go down to the seas again, for the call of the 
running tide 

Is a wild call and a clear call that may not be denied; 

And all I ask is a windy day with the white clouds flying. 

And the flung spray and the blown spume and the sea- 
gulls crying. 


I must go down to the seas again, to the vagrant gypsy 


life, 

To the gull’s way and the whale’s way and the wind 
like a whetted knife; 

And all 
rover, 

And quiet sleep and a sweet dream when the fone tel trick’s 
over. —John Masefield. 


I ask is a merry yarn from a laughing fellow 
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SEA AND RIVER FISHING 









The Angling Horse 


N a certain town in California, upon which 
hath been many blessings of beauty and 
felicity (being within reach of trout streams 

and the ocean), there is a club without a name, 
rhyme or even reason. It has no name except 
“the club,” and there are but four members. 
The club, after an existence of many years, has 
never been able to increase its membership be- 
youd the original four members, not that efforts 
were not made in this direction, but so extra- 
ordinary and so extremely altitudinous were the 
conditions that when a single member proposed 
a new one, the other three unanimously voted 
him down; so the club never grew, never 
achieved even a name—that was voted down, 
though I believe that Andrew Carnegie was voted 
to an honorary membership. This must have 
been done when three members were abroad, one 
on a ship coming west, two going east on an- 
other, and the third at the town in California 
mentioned. But that Mr. Carnegie had very hazy 
ideas as to whether he was a member or not and 
really doubted it is shown in a very clever letter 
the author received from him, in which he ex- 
pressed his opinion of the club in verse. Here 
it is: 
‘“‘Here’s to me and my wife, 


My son Jchn and his wife; 
Us four and no more.” 


Despite all these drawbacks, the club and its 
operations were the source of much joy to the 
four members who, when the desire seized them 
—generally once a month or so—met at dinner; 
but what they did, where they went if at all, 
how, when and why is one of the mysteries, and 
doubtiess cannot be answered by the members 
themselves or anyone else. The club was essen- 
tially a dry-fly fishers’ club, its members rarely 
caught anything, but they bought old editions of 
Walton. They knew all about Juliana Berners 
and other worthies, and it is probably true that 
they discussed these matters learnedly, but 
Walton lived ages ago, so there was nothing 
particularly modern or up-to-date in the organi- 
zation, and I fancy this was the secret of its 
success. The club never did anything; it was 
open to any plan—it drifted. It was always in- 
tending to go abroad as a club, or to go to this 
place or that, but these trips were all taken be- 
tween courses of the dinners and went no fur- 
ther. One of the members was a distinguished 
scientist (not of the Mrs. Eddy cult), who had 
an artistic temperament which found expression 
in various works of art after the Turner school, 
and highly imaginative, lofty and sympathetic, 
and he was a poet as well. Another was a no 
less noted disciple of Hippocrates of national 
fame, while a third was an eminent college 
President, author and divine who successfully 
Preserved the spiritual equilibrium of the club. 





cellent fly-fishing at times. It 
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The fourth member was myself, who will prob- 
ably present a melancholy spectacle after the 
meeting following the publication of this work, 
which bears more or less upon the experiences 
of the club and its exploits, as while the club 
never succeeded in going anywhere officially as 
a club, it did go in twos and threes, bringing 
back extraordinary tales of travels in foreign 
lands, even as far as Balasora and the walled 
cities of the Orient, where it accumulated merit, 
wisdom and tales of astounding catches, even 
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greater than those of the Black Forest or the 
dulcet streams of Walton. 

In Southern California the trout 
opens in May, and the really good streams are 
so few and far between that they often remind 
one of the Seine or Thames during an angling 
festival, which rather detracts from the esthetic 
delights of angling which presupposes silence 
and undisturbed pools. 

Late in the season, with the doctor member 
of the club, I found myself on the way to the 
San Gabriel River, a stream which rises at the 
foot of Mount San Antonio and drains a large 
area in the Sierra Madre, and affords some ex- 
is more of a 
winter river than anything else, as during the 


season 


summer it disappears almost entirely as it 
crosses the Cafiada San Gabriel on its way to 
the sea, its bed being indicated by a line of dry 
rocks below which somewhere in the bowels of 
the earth the San Gabriel is “inching along” to 
the Pacific, proving the story that some Cali- 
fornia rivers are bottom side up. 

We reached Azusa in my friend’s car, then 
transferred our bags and rods to the stage, and 
were soon going up the road to the upper reaches 
of the San Gabriel, a road by courtesy over 
boulders. There were great stretches of sand, 
gravel and rock over which we were tortuously 
dragged, but gradually the gorge deepened and 
became a real cafion cut by the river. 

On all sides rose the grim walls, now bare 
rock, now covered with verdure, grease wood, 
manzanita, wild lilac dotted here and there with 
the splendid white tufts of flowers of the blos- 
soming yucca, called by the poetic Mexicans the 
candlesticks of the Lord. The little river was 
ever present, winding this way and that, and 
that we forded it and frightened the trout fifty 
or more times is putting it mildly. 

Going up I saw a man fishing in a deep pool 
with a float, the red and green affair with a 
quill, the joy of my childhood, the terror to 
gudgeons, eels, catfish and other vermin who 
could be taught to ring a bell as soon as pull 
this down and out of the atmosphere. It re- 
minded me of a story I think, Marston, editor 
of the Fishing Gazette of London, tells: 

Two men utterly ignorant of fishing stopped 
at an inn in the country, and not knowing what 
to do to pass the time, the landlord loaned them 
his float line and hooks and advised them to 
go a-fishing. 

All went well. They baited hooks, cast the 
line according to instructions, lighted their pipes 
and sat down on the greensward to watch and 
wait. After a long time one angler awakened 
his friend and said: “Bill, wot d’ye s’pose the 
value of that red and yeller floater is?” 

“T dunno; why?” replied Bill. 

“Why, the bloomin’ thing’s sunk,’ answered 
his anxious friend. 

Gradually the pools increased in size, the 
cafion closed in, and at the end of four hours 
we reached Follows’ Inn, on a little shelf of 
verdure fifty feet above the stream which in 
spring was a mighty volume, filling the bed and 
playing havoc with the bed of rocks and bould- 
ers. Here was a welcome and dinner. Follows 
was a sort of clearing house for the upper 
reaches of the San Gabriel, and in the heart of 
the good fishing in good seasons, but we were 
caught in a desert storm, and the thermometer 
registered 102 or so—too hot for angling, but 
our young companion fished with success while 
the doctor and I discussed everything with the 
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guests, anglers, miners, prospectors, “old-timers,” 
men and women, all lovers of mountains, and 
nearly all old visitors at Follows’, dating back 
for twenty years. On the return we went out 
on horseback, and starting early I determined 
to fish leisurely down stream from the saddle. 

I do not claim to have invented this de- 
lightful pastime, nor do I commend it on other 
dulcet rivers with meadows reaching down to 
the edge where nodding flowers are reflected in 
the water, and the air currents ring invisible 
bells among the aspens and pines, as it does in 
places I know, but just where does not signify. 

But on the San Gabriel, when walking over 
rounded boulders becomes tiresome, the angling 
horse is a scheme to be counted on. 

How I happened to select this angling horse 
I do not know. It may have been a special dis- 
pensation of Isabu, as we did pass a Japanese 
angler. Be this as it may, if that venerable horse 
had been trained for ages to stand where put, 
trained not to mind the hissing line, and the rod 
moving up and down like a whip, he could not 
have done better. I suspect this horse was an 
equine philosopher that in the early stages of 
the game recognized that the work laid out con- 
sisted mostly of standing in the deliciously cool 
water, keeping perfectly still and going to sleep. 
What more could a horse want? Be this as it 
may, this horse, sane in all things else, never 
turned a hair, and certainly enjoyed the sport, 
and that we both created a mild sensation among 
the natives and stagers goes without saying. 

It evidently struck some people as very 
funny to see a man and a horse both fishing, 
and the first time I tried it in the Arroyo Seco 
in 1887, I so astonished a tenderfoot from 
“Ioway,” as he called it, that he sat on a rock 
an hour watching me fish. I remember he took 
notes, and I, like all anglers, provided him with 
fact and fiction well shaken up. I told him my 
horse was so fond of angling that he would go 
out and wade the stream alone as a consuming 
passion, and that all I had to do was to fasten 
some flies to his tail, upon which he would wade 
along, whisking his tail back and forth after the 
fashion of horses, and of course hook trout and 
toss them upon the bank. He could not help it. 
Later in the cool of the evening I would go out 
with a basket and pick up the fish the horse had 
tossed ashore. 

“Remarkable,” said the tenderfoot with the 
note book. I agreed with him it was remark- 
able, but then the angler is always meeting re- 
markable things in his passage up and down the 
streams of fact and fancy in California and any- 
where else for that matter. 

This was long, long ago, as all strange 
things are. My angling horse of 1913 of the 
Follows’ Angling Inn did not, that I could dis- 
cover, possess this habit of catching trout with 
its tail nor did I suggest it, but he did have a 
patience which passed all understanding. All I 
had to do was to steer him to the edge of a pool 
where he promptly fell asleep while I cast to my 
heart’s desire. 

At first he walked slowly down the bed of 
the stream contrary to the ethics of dry-fly fish- 
ing. I unreeled slowly and gradually increased 
my casts until I got out forty feet or so. There 
was rarely a spot in which the water touched 
my stirrup. It was clear as crystal, melted snow 
that had left the slopes of San Antonio ten or 
twelve thousand feet up in the air, perhaps to- 
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day or the day before. It had a slightly magni- 
fying quality, and I could see small trout far 
away headed up the stream and retaining their 
position by the gentle undulation of the body 
which gives the cold stream trout vigor, life, 
exercise and makes him of the tribe valiant, 
another fish than his kinsman of the deep cur- 
rentless deeps of the lake. 

These trout seemed to consider the horse 
a part of the game. Even in the pools they 
swam up to him and did not recognize me as 
other than a part of the big thing that was al- 
ways wading across their preserves or trying to 
drink them up. 

Down we went slowly hedged in by the big 
walls of green, a glorious and inspiring sight, 
as ridge after ridge seemed to go rolling away 
in every direction, telling of marvelous cafions 
the knife cuts of eternal centuries. 

There is something about a great mountain 
range that has a peculiar effect upon me. I think 
it stimulates my reverence; at least, I see it or 
seem to feel it in that way, as always on a high 
mountain I have a strong desire to take off my 
hat, and I believe that if I had a heathen friend 
or brother and desired to convert him, I should 
take him up on to some great mountain range 
like the Sierra Madre where the powers of the 
infinite have created abysmal depths, and merely 
ask him to look out over the world and realize 
what it was—that he was standing on the out- 
side of a ball that was rushing through space 
held in place by another body of inconceivable 
size and attractive power, that its every move- 
ment was mathematically correct. I cannot un- 
derstand how any human being seeing this, feel- 
ing it, knowing it, can deny the existence of the 
power that in the beginning started the evolution 
of the worlds, the stars and suns in infinite space. 
Exactly what this diversion has to do with ang- 
ling the reader may well inquire, but it may at 
least suggest that real anglers are reverential per-' 
sons. They are sane nature lovers in their pure 
and rational enjoyment of the mountains, 
streams, lakes that have been given them. 

Never a strike did I get in the open runs 
of the San Gabriel, though I saw fish in the 
riffes here, there and everywhere. 

At last I came to a big pool where the wild 
winter rush had cut into the rock, polished it 
high above and sculptured the sandy bottom into 
classic shapes as the river poured into the basin. 
Sitting on a little ledge was a water ouzel and 
down into the clear icy water he plunged, flying 
through it, then I caught the figure of shadow 
on the bottom, and searching the depths with 
my eyes I at last located several trout poised 
near the surface. Ah! the delight of that cast. 
My Mexican saddle was modeled something after 
the sumptuous fashion of a rocking chair. It 
was a veritable sea of comfort, and from it I 
began to cast, stripping the line carefully, pay- 
ing it out to the musical click until at last I 
dropped a little coachman fairly over a trout. 
Bang! he broke water, my click sang loudly, the 
horse awoke so suddenly that he almost lost his 
legs; they gave for just a second, then slipped. 
It was a good imitation of an earthquake shock. 
The rod was bending, and away across the pool 
a half-pound rainbow leaped for its life. Even 
the horse became interested and took a drink, 
giving me more room to pass the rod to the 
left. How it took line in a fine rush down the 
stream, came up again and went into the air, 
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now down, hunting the deeps of the pool, now 
coaxed out to try an up-stream excursion to 
leap and leap again are all part of the story 
played to the music of rippling waters and 
caressing leaves above. So I played him from 
the saddle, and I laughed as I wondered what 
the trout thought. Doubtless it has seen a hun- 
dred men casting for it that season, doubtless 
someone had hooked it, but to be caught by a 
casting horse, this was too much, I led the fish 
to the bank carefully, and my young friend who 
held the net did his duty in clever fashion, and 
when the trout was in the creel we laughed, as 
it was really a tremendous joke on the fish, and 
I am not quite clear but that we took an un- 
fair advantage, but someone at home was ex- 
pecting broiled trout. 

This comfortable indolent twentieth century 
angling was continued for ten miles or so, and 
had I continued and been satisfied with small 
fish, I could have filled a small creel. As it was, 
I came out with four fairly good fish and four 
or five hours of delight. Surely, this is a lazy 
man’s paradise, and I am prepared to defend 
it against all critics, as I found it absolutely com- 
fortable, easy to accomplish, and I am prepared 
to fish for a trophy against any mere foot angler. 

There are certain things to bear in mind, if 
my fishing discovery is to be taken up seriously. 
In engaging a horse from the stable at the little 
orange town of Azusa, it would be well to ask 
the owner if he is “rod broke.” Just to hear 
what he will say, if nothing more. 

I am inclined to think that the angling horse 
is not made; he is like all geniuses, born, as we 
are led to believe, are poets and anglers. It 
is only fair to say that the average broncho has 
strong objections to having a big March brown 
or professor hook him on the haunch. He imme- 
diately associates it with a horse fly. He will 
try to kick it off, then try to seize it with his 
mouth, at which the line will foul his ear, and 
he will think another horse fly or a wasp has 
struck him. At this stage the broncho decides 
that it would be better to get rid of angler, saddle 
and all incumbrances. This operation is com- 
monly known as “bucking,” and I have seen it 
in its variety, but I have never yet been separ- 
ated from the saddle. What the future may 
have in store I know not, but I am still fishing 
from the saddle when the opportunity affords. 
The moral to this is that when engaging a horse 
it is well to ask if he is an angling horse, rod 
and royal coachman broke. I regret that I do 
not recall the name of my horse that entered so 
fully into the game that day in the San Gabriel, 
as horses rarely die in California, and he will 
probably be on the line for years to come. We 
called him the “Sleeper Awakened,” as he was 
always asleep and always being awakened. 
Usually this cafion with its main branches, the 
west fork extending up the back of Mount Wil- 
son and the Carnegie Astrophysical Observatory 
and others was cool and delightful, but this day, 
due to a desert storm, was fierce in its heat in 
the open spaces. The doctor had gone on, lured 
by the big willows and fragrant bay trees lower 
down, so he missed the vital and transcendent 
beauties and excitements of the trip, though 
doubtless he will claim that he was really the 
discoverer of this great solace to rod lovers— 
the angling horse. 

Another time I represented the club .in the 
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the lover of little rivers and all good things, 
Major Frederick Burnham, and others were the 
guests of Mr. O'Melveny, known to everyone in 
the cafion and in Southern California. We rode 
up a mile, then turned in to the river, forded it, 
and discovered a hidden road up which the horses 
climbed on to a wide, undiscovered and beauti- 


ful mesa. The Castle O'Melveny stood directly 


AMI LANG 





FOREST AND STREAM 





on the bank, about fifty feet above the little 
California River that sang Van Dyke and me 
to sleep every night, as we were just above it. 
We fished the main river, the West Fork, the 
North Fork, and at night around the fine big 
fire, listened to Burnham’s tales of the Mata- 
bele country—the same modest Burnham whom 
the Queen decorated—and tales of the Lauren- 
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tides and the Santa Margarita beyond Tadisac, 
where Van Dyke cast for salmon ard had the 
best of fisherman's luck. 

The last | remember as we drove away was 
seeing two boys of the Clan O’Melveny riding 
off on spirited bronchos, with rods on shoulders 
and creel in place, dou'tless to try fishing on 
horseback in the San Gabriel. 
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ID you ever sit in the back seat of an old 
D country school house, an open window con- 
veniently near, through which you could 
gaze dreamily off over the green fields to where 
the cool silent woods lay in peaceful tranquiility ; 
and as you gazed, your nostrils dilated and your 
pulses quickened as you seemed to sense the 
sweet balsamic odors of the forest? In your 
mind’s eye you could see the little red squirrels 
scampering nimbly up the tall spruces, or along 
the stone wall, and you could picture the old 
muskrat swimming leisurely down the pond, the 
tips of his whiskers generating little V-shaped 
waves on the smooth surface. Perchance a bee 
would fly in at the open winlow, and you'd draw 
an imaginary aim on him as he hummed his 
noisy flight across the room and disappeared 
through the window. Then you groaned like a 
wind-broken horse, and thought of the old 
muzzleloader lying snugly concealed beneath the 
juniper down back of the school house. 

Particularly are these things brought more 
forcibly to your attention, when the last three 
Saturdays have been rainy, and you’ve moped 
around the house unable to eat, and with a look 
of intense agony upon your miserable features 
that have given your folks the impression that 
you are about to come down with some terrible 
malady, and already they are contemplating a 
course of root bitters, or sulphur and molasses. 

The morning of the fourth Saturday dawned 
bright and clear, and as we shouldered our guns, 
we felt that this was going to be a day of some 
consequence. It was one of those beautiful 
mornings in mid-autumn when the trees are gor- 
geous in their livery of gold and purple. A 
gentle breeze was stirring from the north, and 
as we neared the woods, hundreds of robins and 
yellowhammers flew up at our approach, filling 
the air with their sharp cries. 

Slipping shells into our single 12-bores (the 
best we could afford at that time was $6 guns), 
we entered the woods. How quiet everything 
was! It was like stepping into another world. 
Plunging knee deep into the coarse brown grass, 
we crossed a small opening. Halting on the other 
side, Frank suggested that we divide our forces 
and give the clump of spruces ahead a thorough 
going over. Nothing loath, I agreed, and in a 
moment we had entered the semi-gloom. I could 
hear Frank thrashing about at my left, and won- 
dered how in the world he could make so much 
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noise. Suddenly, with a whistle, a little brown 
ball of feathers leaped into being from the foot 
of a birch, and as it flashed past a slanting ray 
of sunshine, I threw up my gun and fired. For 
a moment the smoke of the black powder hid 
everything, then as it cleared I saw a few downy 
brown feathers floating lazily in the air. \W hat- 
ever it was.I had “touched it up” considerauwiy, 
and with heart thumping I proceeded to asccer- 
tain the result. A few nervous steps brought 
me to where a little brown body lay huddled on 
the spruce needles. I had never seen anything 
like it before. I had shot my first woodcock. 
Feeling quite elated, I bent and picked up the 
bird just as Frank burst through the bushes with 
words of query upon his lips. Pocketing the 
bird, we forged ahead, only to come out on the 
other side without starting anything more for- 
midable than a couple of chickadees. 

Crossing a pasture in which the boxberries 
lay ripe and red, we entered a patch of alders. 
Here we decided to look for partridge, it being 
a pretty tair locality for that kind of game. 
With gun cocked I stood in the center of tne 
clearing while Frank made a detour of the thick 
maze on either side in quest of birds. The 
musical tinkle of hidden streams, answered by 
the laughing gurgle of waters as they mingled 
with those of the brook that crossed the wood 
road, reached my ears. From somewhere over 
in the spruces a squirrel chattered, and a. crow 
called hoarsely from the top of a tall tree. Then 
my dreamy reverie was rudely shattered by a 
whirring rush of wings, telling me that Frank 
had jumped a bird. I whirled, my gun leaping 
to position, but the move was useless, for 
Frank's gun roared, and I could tell by his hasty 
footsteps that he hadn’t fired in vain. I ran 
forward to assist him in locating the dead par- 
tridge, when with a whir another went crashing 
through the alders at my right. How often this 
thing happens! We were young at the game 
then and did not know what to expect. 

After a five-minute search we found the 
bird almost wholly concealed beneath an up- 
turned tree root, its colorings mingling beauti- 
fully with those of tHe leaves. Following the 
course pursued by the second partridge, we 
jumped him close to the edge of the alders, giv- 
ing us a snapshot, but without favorable results. 

Abandoning the alders we climbed the stone 
wall that borders either side of the road, and 





were soon approaching the little brook at the 
head of Stover’s Cove. At high tide the salt 
water flows up into the brook, carrying with it 
an abundance of dead seaweed, this mixture of 
seaweed and mud affording an excellent feeding 
ground for snipe. Nearing the mouth of the 
brook, my eye caught the movement of a small 
gray object. On closer examination it proved 
to be a crippled sandpiper. .We watched him 
for a moment as he limped about, when with a 
harsh cry a small brownish-gray body leaped 
forth and bored a corkscrew hole in the air 
in its mad flight for a bunch of alders a few 
rods distant. Taken wholly by surprise, we 
threw up our guns and fired, while the speed- 
ing brown ball kept on, and Frank reckoned that 
the shot couldn’t have caught it anyway. This 
bird proved to be a Wilson snipe, but we did 
not know it at the time. Marking well the spot 
where the bird had disappeared, we advanced 
cautiously. We parted the alders gently with 
our hands, and for a long time studied the space 
within. Suddenly Frank grasped my arm. The 
strange bird was feeding near the edge of a 
slough. We could have killed it then, but some- 
how it seemed too much like murder. At any 
rate, our scruples did not bother us long, for 
with a repetition of that sharp cry the bird took 
wing, and as its swiftly moving form stood out 
against the clear blue skyline, two charges of 
No. 8 caught it fair, bringing it to earth. We 
dropped our last addition into the game bag, 
making a rather varied collection, but neverthe- 
less all good to eat. 

Highly elated and patting ourselves on the 
back, we entered a scanty collection of birch and 
alder. Hunting the place thoroughly, we were 
about to leave, when with a squeal like a stuck 
pig Frank leaped into the air and fired. I turned 
to learn the cause of so much disturbance and 
was rewarded by seeing a rabbit disappear be- 
neath a juniper. Was he going? Well, some! 
The toenails of his hind feet were fairly tickling 
his ears. “Fine shot,” I remarked. Frank went 
off like an alarm clock. “How the devil do you 
s’pose I was going to hit anything like that? 
Didn't expect him to jump right out of my 
boots.” Frank certainly came near jumping out 
of his, all right. By this time our stomachs 
warned us that the noon hour was approaching, 
so with one last look at the trees and things we 
pursued our journey homeward. 
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SHOOTING WITHOUT A GUN. 


Dousttess the highest test of sportsmanship 
is the woodcraft which gives one that knowl- 
edge of the habit of game that enables him to 
find it under the various conditions of weather 
and seasons, and the ability to make the stealthy 
approach which shall bring him within range 
without alarming the object of his pursuit. 

Without these qualities, partly inborn and 
partly acquired, there cannot be completely suc- 
cessful sportsmanship, however skilled one may 
be in the use of the gun, a skill that may be 
acquired in great measure by practice at the 
fixed and flying target. 

All the skill of woodcraft that goes to the 
making of the successful hunter with the gun 
must be possessed by him who hunts his game 
with the camera. 

His must be the stealthy, panther-like tread 
that breaks no twig nor rustles the fallen leaves. 
His the eye that reads at a glance the signs 
that to the ordinary sight are a blank or at 
most are an untranslatable enigma. His a 
patience that counts time as nothing when meas- 
ured with the object sought. 

When by the use and practice of these he 
has drawn within a closer range of his timid 
game than his brother of the gun need attain, he 
pulls trigger of a weapon that destroys not, but 
preserves its unharmed quarry in the very coun- 
terfeit of life and motion. 

The wild world is not made the poorer by 
one life for his shot, nor nature’s peace dis- 
turbed, nor her nicely adjusted balance jarred. 

He bears home his game, wearing still its 
pretty ways of life in the midst of its loved sur- 
roundings, the swaying hemlock bough where 
the grouse perched, the bending ferns about the 
deer’s couch, the dew-beaded sedges where the 
woodcock skulks in the shadows of the alders, 
the lichened trunks and dim vistas of primeval 
woods, the sheen of voiceless waterfalls, the 
flash of sunlit waves that never break. 

His trophies the moth may not assail. His 
game touches a finer sense than the palate pos- 
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sesses, satisfied a nobler appetite than the 
stomach’s craving, and furnishes forth a feast 
that, ever spread, ever invites and never palls 
upon the taste. 

Moreover, this gentlest of sportsmen is ham- 
pered by no restrictions of close time, nor con- 
fronted by penalties of trespass. All seasons 
are open for his bloodless forays, all woods and 
waters free to his harmless weapon. 

Neither is he trammeled by any nice dis- 
tinctions as to what may or may not be con- 
sidered game. 

Everything counts in his score. The eagle 
on his craggy perch, the highhole on his hollow 
tree are as legitimate game for him as the deer 
and grouse. 

All things beautiful and wild and picturesque 
are his, yet he kills them not, but makes them a 
living and enduring joy to himself and all who 
behold them. 


HIP DISEASE. 


ABUNDANT opportunity for misconception lies 
wrapped up in the term “class.” With respect 
to their drinking proclivities “sportsmen” are not 
a “class” any more than they are a “class” as 
to the color of their hair or a fondness for 
baked beans or their religious faiths or political 
opinions. It is a popular error to regard the 
men who fish or the men who shoot as for that 
reason being set apart from other men in a 
special class marked by common likes and dis- 
likes, virtues and shortcomings in other things 
than shooting and fishing. Forty years ago when 
Frank Forester was picturing the doings of his 
heroes in the field, the common error quite natu- 
rally instilled by his writings was that sportsmen 
as a class were excessively given to drink, and 
that Nimrod must be not only a mighty hunter 
but a mighty drinker as_ well. | Forester 
was not alone in ascribing to the sports- 
man of that day valiant prowess with the bottle. 
The Spirit of the Times was the accepted organ 
of the craft, and many of the writers who con- 
tributed stories of shooting and fishing success- 
fully emulated Herbert in their chronicles of 
drinking achievements. An examination of the 
files of the old Spirit would show that there was 
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abundant ground for this complaint of a corres- 
pondent whose letter was published in one of. 
the September numbers of 1855. 

This correspondent goes on a_ hunting 
expedition with two or three gentlemen. His 
description of the sport is very exciting and 
makes us wish that we were of the party, but 
from a perusal of the introductory paragraphs 
you might suppose that he was about establish- 
ing a wholesale liquor shop in the backweods, 
where free lunches were to be dispensed to all 
who might travel that way. After the day’s hunt 
is over, he tells you how the party conducted 
themselves, and you certainly could not be cen- 
sured for saying that our friend is either given 
to exaggeration or else the party of gentlemen 
have altogether forgotten what belongs to their 
character. Dr. Beecher can give us “A Day's 
Fishing” without catching a trout, and many 
correspondents have given “A Day’s Hunt” in 
most bewitching colors without killing a deer 
or getting drunk. Let the correspondents al- 
ways remember that the hunt—the sport—is the 
thing we want, not the quantity of liquor drunk, 
the number of cigars smoked or the amount of 
provender which one of the party contrived to 
stuff into himself. 

In spite of an occasional protest like this, 
the good things to drink continued to be dwelt 
upon with affectionate minuteness and prolixity 
by the Spirit writers, and as the public drew from 
that journal its notions of sport and sportsmen, 
it quite naturally put the man of the gun and 
his companion of the rod in a class specially 
addicted to the consumption of whisky. Long 
years ago the Spirit of the Times gave up its 
shooting and fishing correspondence, and Forest 
AND STREAM. stepped into favor as a substitute 
Long years ago, too, Forest AND STREAM de- 
liberately gave up shooting and fishing corres- 
pondence in. which the bottle played a conspicu- 
ous part, and by this time it should be commonly 
understood by all intelligent people that the old 
order of things has passed away. Nevertheless 
so tenacious has been the popular association of 
the bottle with fishing and shooting that even in 
these days a fisherman is astonished to find an 
anglers’ hotel in the wilderness with never an 
emergency drop of whiskey for a sprained thumb. 
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Officers of N. A. A. 


FoLLow1nG is the full list of officers elected 
at the business meeting of the National Archery 
Association in Boston, Aug. 22: President, Dr. 
R. P. Elmer, Wayne, Pa.; Vice-Presidents, Dr. 
E. B. Weston, Chicago; G. P. Bryant, Boston; 
Will H. Thompson, Seattle; Secretary-Treasurer, 
Dr. O. L. Hertig, Pittsburgh; Executive Com- 
mittee, Allan C. Hale, Wayne; L. W. Maxon, 
Washington; B. P. Gray, Boston. 





Archery in France. 

Tue New York Sun, of Sept. 8, printed the 
following cable dispatch from Paris, dated 
Sept. 7: 

“There were 1,483 competitors in the annual 
archery match at Noyon, in the Department of 
the Oise, which was completed to-day. It was 
won by Prodean, who will henceforth have the 
proud title of Grand Archer of France. 

“The competition, which is keenly disputed 
by 700 clubs, has been in uninterrupted exist- 
ence for 400 years. To-day the archers with un- 
erring precision split the targets with wonderful 
force.” 





Archery in Virginia. 

Laurys Station, Pa. Aug. 28.— Editor 
Forest and Stream: For some time to come 
your worthy and interesting paper will have all 
the copy you can possibly find space for, with all 
the interesting events and scores from the Bos- 
ton tournament. But some day, when news on 
archery is not so bountiful, you may find space 
for these’ interesting scores, made by C. N. Ely, 
from New York city, on my lawn at this place. 
Mr. Ely is a champion short distance rifle shot, 
winning forty-eight out of fifty tournaments. 
His name will no doubt be familiar to many 
readers of your paper. I introduced Mr. Ely 
to archery Aug. 14. He immediately became 
very enthusiastic and was a very apt pupil as 
the following scores show, these recording his 
first and last arrows. I sincerely trust he will 
be able to find a place to continue the sport in 
New York city. 

Mr. Ely recognized the importance of form, 
and has the determination to make each arrow 
count. 


American: 
Aung. Scenes 15-57 23-111 19-103 57-271 
Rog: Tis sctsn 17-69 25-101 27-141 69-311 
FE TE cectscs 15-49 28-110 25-105 68-264 
Ang. cass ses 19-81 25- 82 28-144 72-308 
American, in competition Aug. 20: 
Mauser ..ssese 27-120 28-130 30-198 85-448 
My: acaetacwece 1l- 33 20- 86 25-110 56-229 
American, Aug. 23: 
Ely -.weseiccves 11-48 24-110 29-117 64-275 
Aug. 2 e 
Bly ccteasueseve 22- 98 27-129 28-124 77-351 
Ely. ccccouaeeese 25-125 29-147 30-180 84-452 
_ Aug. 25 
Bly | ovates «eau 23- 99 22-110 30-174 75-383 
_ Competition, Aug. 26: 
Bly i iceseerces 22-116 27-107 29-157 78-380 
Marset ciessn 29-159 28-134 30-202 87-495 
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My score of Aug. 26 is my best at the 
American I have done so far. I had hopes a 
year ago of equaling an Elmer score, but lately 
he has passed the 600 mark, and that gait is too 
fast. Have invited Dr. Elmer and Mr. Hale, of 
Wayne, to shoot on my range on Sept. 6, and if 
they come, we will puncture some records. 

Wishing your paper best success, and fully 
appreciating the valuable space given to archery, 
I am, J. M. Mauser. 





Pittsburgh Archers’ Excellent Work. 


PitTsBurGH, Pa., Sept. 5—Editor Forest and 
Stream: The following fine practice scores were 
made by W. J. Holmes during the last week in 
August: 

90-574 


American round 90-586 


These three rounds were made consecutively. 
The following scores were made by two new 
men at the game, pupils of Holmes: 

Double American round: 


WERGR BMI, a nisvcdessceiedacsucuteranuasecwenes 148-672 

Wie ac, GI ono a ack eeicea oc eveseedoncies 114-467 
Team round: 

NEE NINES 5 orn. ccc anakdegeaggada stun nheses tadkad 58-236 

CHINE. oi cob cnscas xiucoudeeudsancckhiexckanteds 41-185 
The York round has two new converts. 


During the summer the writer tried in vain 
to interest Jiles and Holmes in the long 
ranges. Since the tournament a spirit of real 
archery has possessed them, and in view of 
wonderful success, Jiles can now tell you 
quite glibly the number of arrows used in the 
various ranges of the York. Leaving all joking 
aside, the shooting of these two converts is re- 
markable: 
York round: 


100yds. 80yds. ds. 
W. J. Ho!lmes.. 44-196 34-162 00 100-462 

51-206 44-198 21-111 116-514—216-976 
Jas. S. Jiles .... 39-161 32-150 20-116 91-427 

41-167 34-156 21-121 96-436—187-863 


The writer since coming home from the tour- 
nament has shot two double Yorks and one single 
with the following very encouraging results: 


NS casdadoudevevesdoes 107-507 107-493 214-1000 
SOE cdtngnsieksacensce 144-512 116-536 230-1048 
SN ans ads dcaccvasscescanucSarganeesdusedvanenddcnas 103-471 


A few pointers and suggestions given by 
Mr. Bryant at the tournament have proven of 
great value and are responsible for the above 
improved scores. O. L. Her tie. 





Enthusiasm in Cincinnati. 


ForEST AND STREAM has received an interest- 
ing letter from Dr. W. L. Milner, of Cincinnati, 
Ohio. He encloses scores he made at his first 
York and first American rounds, 49-209 at the 
former and 70-310 at the latter. This is a highly 
creditable record. The doctor says several of 
his Cincinnati friends are interested in archery, 
and he expects the enthusiasm and interest to 
grow. He has our best wishes, and we hope to 
hear from him often. 








The Newton Archers. 


NeEwTon CENTER, Mass., Sept. 4.—Editor 
Forest and Stream: Several of The Newton 
Archers who have heretofore devoted themselves 
almost exclusively to the short ranges of the 
American round, because they were under the 
impression that the long ranges of the York 
round were rather beyond them, were converted 
to long range shooting by the instructive and 
convincing remarks made by Will H. Thompson 
at the banquet of the National Archery Associa- 
tion on Aug. 22, in Boston, and have determined 
to devote their energies now to the York round. 

Among these persons who have thus been 
converted to the long range shooting is the fam- 
ous aviator, Earl L. Ovington, of Newton High- 
lands, and he also believes that he can greatly 
improve his long distance shooting by using the 
style of draw employed by Dr. Doughty and Mr. 
Thompson. 

The other day at Newton Center he tried 
the idea of drawing to his chest while shooting 
at 100 yards, and by this means was able to place 
his point of aim on the gold. After a little prac- 
tice with this low style of draw, Ovington made 
one end of 5-25 at 100 yards, and since then he 
has been an enthusiastic exponent of this style 
of archery. 

The following are some scores made this 
last week in the York round: 


Rig Ea NE a dieaicaesadacddvduiduddeaunaedeauademesiee 82-358 
CR, Ee chiecicccocsccenuccgecesualenmadiadee 84-322 
GRD svccdascdececsecceccecavnedaceswatucmein 72-318 


Louis C. Smita. 





Where Sharks Announce Their Own Capture. 


SHARKS are numerous in Magdalena Bay, 
on the west coast of the peninsula of Lower 
California, the Pacific rendezvous of the 
American fleet for target practice. The mon- 
sters at this point seem to take almost any 
kind of bait, and it is rarely that a warship 
is seen at anchor without from one to a half 


dozen lines dangling from its stern. Watch- 
ing a shark line is a tedious business, but it 


is strictly necessary in order that the fisher- 
man may know when the monster is hooked, 
as its frantic rushes, if allowed to go un- 
checked, are pretty sure to cause some part 


of the line, leader, or even a portion of its 
own anatomy to give way, and result in its 
escape. The old scheme of tying the line 
around one’s big toe and going to sleep would 
probably work all right so far as rousing the 
fiserman was concerned, says Wide World, 
but the sequel might not leave him in a con- 
dition to give undivided attention to landing 
his prize. To this end the officers and sailors 
have hit on an ingenious plan. Instead of 
taking in their lines when the dinner gong 
sounds, or when for any reason they are on 
duty elsewhere, they run a stout piece of mar- 
lin twine from the shark line up to the steam 
whistle, leaving it for the man-eater himself 
to announce the event of his being hooked by 
sounding a toot. 
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Weekly Yacht Review. 


THE yachting season in so far as regattas 
are concerned is practically at an end. The Mar- 
blehead races for the President Wilson cup have 
resulted thus far in the entire elimination of the 
German sonders. Up to the present time, Cima 
and Ellen tied with two wins each. Sprig al- 
ready has cashed in her chips. The entire series 
was more or less unconvincing, because of the 
light wind during the week. 


An interesting feature of the week was the 
announcement that Stranger has been entered by 
the Rhode Island Y. C. to sail in the Marble- 
the Rhode Island Y. C. to sail in the Manhasset 
cup races for the cup now held by Michicago. 


At Bayside, the weekly regatta resulted in 
John Dayton’s Skylark, winning in the bird class, 
Edna being the only one to finish in the one- 
design class with Ariadna winning by 22s. in the 
butterfly class. 


In a deciding match at Oyster Bay, the 
Seawanhaka-Corinthian Y. C. took permanent 
ownership of the Interclub cup by winning the 
third of a series of races with the Stamford 
Y. C., the final score being 50 points to 27. 


The annual fall regatta of the Crescent 
Athletic Club was eminently successful, the win- 
ners being Spider in Class Q, which beat Vir- 
ginia by somewhat over 1m.; Joy in the handi- 
cap class, first division; Careless in the handicap 
class, second division; Cyric in the sloop S class; 
Woof in the Gravesend bird class, and Pokealong 
in the knockabout division. 


On the 28th, J: P. Morgan’s Grayling out- 
sailed a fleet of seven New York Y. C. fifties 
and won by 1m. 15s. from Barbara. 


At the Beverly Y. C. an unusual incident 
was a dead heat, this being between Mispah and 
Saracen. The winner in the event, however, 
was Kacoona, finishing 57s. before the dead 
heaters. Waterwitch won the Crane 15-footer 
event, while among the Herreshoff 15-footers 
Peacock, sailed by Frederick Winsor, beat 
Awahnee, handled by Miss Frances Webster, 
by 21s. 


At Annisquam Y. C. only two events were 
sailed, the one-design catboat class being won 
by Meow II. The 15-footers was won by the 
irrepressible Tabasco, Jr. 


At Duxbury the winners were Again in 
the 18-foot class, Merlin in the 15-foot class, 
Midget in the catboat class. 


At Gloucester the annual September regatta 
resulted in winnings by Leelane in the Bar 
Harbor class, Urchin in the first handicap, 
Sumaki in the second handicap class, Arrow 
among the 18-footers, Meave among the 15- 
footers. 


t and Stream will give a weekly digest of Yachting and Motor Boating events from all over the country. 


Southern Yacht Club Closes Season 
BY HARRY H. DUNN, SPECIAL CORRESPONDENT. 

Tue Southern Y. C., at New Orleans, closed 
the most successful season of its sixty-four 
year life at West End, Lake Pontchartrain, 
Saturday, Aug. 30, with a combination regatta. 

The feature of the day was the machine 
sloop race, which Target, the all-season winner, 
with Eddie Keep at the wheel, captured, as was 
expected. Massachusetts, international champion, 
got second place. Kathryn I. and Seawanhaka 
also ran. In the yawl class, Alga beat Thistle, 
and-in the cabin sloop contest, Agnes ran first 
with Thistle second. Sinner won from Juanita 
II. and Rascal III. in the knockabout class. 

In the open sloops, Schemer beat Pippin in 
a closely contested race. Sheer seamanship won 
this battle on the water, but in the catboats 
Seminole had a walkover, as Demon and Wasp 
withdrew. The dories, supposed to wind up the 
day in a burst of speed, showed only three en- 
tries, finishing with St. John far in the lead, 
Sprite second and Squab last. 

In the motor boats, which furnished three 
classes and were started first, Waif won from 
Violet and Vision in the cabin cruiser class; 
Sterling beat Vim in the small speed boats and 
Kitsey ran away from Casey Jones in the large 
speed boats. 


Yachts Change Hands. 


Tue Hollis Burgess yacht agency has sold 
the cruising auxiliary yawl Samoset, owned by 
I’. P. Speare, of Boston, to Carleton M. Woods, 
of Brookline, Mass., and the 21-foot raceabout 
Dorsyl, owned by S. L. Gookin, of South Boston, 
to L. Gordon Hamersley, of New York, who 
will use her in Bar Harbor, Maine. The same 
agency has chartered the 80-foot motor boat 
Avocet, owned by William P. Wharton, of 
Groton, Mass., to Vice-Commodore Roger Up- 
ton, of the Boston Y. C.; the auxiliary sloop 
Hope, owned by Henry G. Patten, of Boston, to 
Charles E. Hellier, of Boston; the 50-foot motor 
boat Totem, owned by Fremont Kimball, of 
Wakefield, Mass., to a New York yachtsman, 
and the schooner yacht Fame, owned by G. 
Walter Vialle, of Concord, Mass., to C. R. Joy, 
of Boston. 


Tue following sales and charters are re- 
ported through the office of Stanley M. Seaman, 
New York city: 

The 77-foot twin screw gasolene cruiser 
Ledona has been sold for E. J. Greacen, of the 
New York Y. C., to Dr. Archibald G. Thomson, 
of Philadelphia. Lodona represents the ideal 
\merican cruiser and was built by the Mathis 


Yacht Building Company, Camden, N. J., in rott - 


at a cost of almost $25 000. She has cruised suc- 


cessfully along the Atlantic coast as far south 
as Florida, proving admirable for that locality. 
The yacht left Larchmont this morning for Nar- 
ragansett Pier, R. I., where Dr. Thomson is 
spending the summer, and will proceed south in 
the early fall. 

The 55-foot auxiliary yaw! Dione has been 
sold for Frank F. Streeter to Edmund Q. Trow- 
bridge, of Leetes Island, Conn. 

The 51-foot yawl Imperia II. has been char- 
tered for the season by C. T. Pierce, of River- 
side, Conn., to Dr. James C. Greenway, of 
Greenwich, Conn., who will use her for cruising 
on Long Island Sound. 

The New York Y. C. 30-footer Miriam, 
sold for Sidney F. Ward to Commodore Wilson 
Marshall, of the New York Y. C. 





A. C. A. Membership. 


NEW MEMBERS ELECTED. 


Atlantic Division—6734, Fred W. Wright, 
Caldwell, N. J. 

Central Division—6740, Guy L. Baker, 134 
Highland avenue, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6741, Gerald 
H. Griffin, 138 College street, Buffalo, N. Y.; 
6742, Ford N. Crown, 23 Livingston street, Buf- 
falo, N. Y.; 6743, William Tyler, care of Taylor 
& Crate Lbr. Co., Buffalo, N. Y.; 6744, R. C. 
Long, 658 Main street, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6745, 
Samuel O. Hall, Chamber of Commerce Bldg., 
Buffalo, N. Y.; 6747, Sheffield Brown, care of 
Travelers’ Insurance Co., Buffalo, N. Y.; 6748, 
Franklin P, Cragin, 718 Mutual Life Bldg., Buf- 
falo, N. Y.; 6749, E. Granger Wilson, 45 Broad- 
way and Ellicott, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6750, Alfred 
H. Sharpe, 6 South Division street, Buffalo, 
N. Y.; 6751, Alex. F. Osborn, 117 Tonawanda 
street, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6752, Raymond F. Fox, 
491 Ashland avenue, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6753, Leon- 
ard L. Naird, 254 Ashland avenue, Buffalo, N. 
Y.; 6754, Morgan B. More, 520 Main street, 
Buffalo, N. Y.; 6755, Frank A. Coupal, Electrical 
Bldg., Buffalo, N. Y.; 6756, H. Stuart Bywater, 
39 Baxter street, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6757, Roy F. 
Shults, 47 Colvin street, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6758, 
Laurence Porter, 39 Barton street, Buffalo, N. 
Y.; 6759, Lorenzo F. Ward, 112 Bird avenue, 
Buffalo, N. Y.; 6760, Walter H. Forster, 34 
Willow Lawn, Buffalo, N. Y.; 6761, Elmer W. 
Sellstrom, 611 Jefferson street, Jamestown, N. 
Y.; 6762, Clayton O. Johnson, 711 West Eighth 
street, Jamestown, N. Y.; 6763, Chas. H. Wiborg, 
Jamestown, N. Y.; 6764, Robert L. Crane, 118 
Highland avenue, Buffalo, N. Y. 

Eastern Division —6746, William F. Merrill, 
37 Pleasant street, Newburyport, Mass. 

Western Division —6735, Laurence A. Hors- 
well, Kenilworth, Ill.; 6736, William H. Righton, 
425 Livingston street, Peoria, Ill ; 6737, Harold 
A. Brown, Dundee, IIl.; 6738, Sheldon Dickinson, 
Dundee, IIl.; 6739, Moritz F. Petersen, Dundee, 
Til. 
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Fishing Within City Limits 


O you know the tiny Tibbits? Perhaps it 
D is your friend incognito. The last time 
you were strolling round Van Cortlandt 
did you notice the little brook that feeds the 
lake? That is it; but I imagine that you did not 
know its name. It comes down through Dun- 
woodie, and winds along a marvelously tortuous 
course, mostly smothered and invisible in one 
of the rankest and densest bits of cover you 
ever saw. That is its salvation. You simply 
can’t get at it. 

I mean you frivolous pleasure folk; you 
who wear silk hose and .Boston garters on an 
outing and always take a girl along and not a 
rod. But I can reach it; for in my old fishing 
rig and tall hip boots it takes a dour swamp 
indeed to keep me out. And then I never take 
a girl; I would not know what to do with her, 
but my rod, ah! that is another matter. I can 
manage that; and the brook is calming, sooth- 
ing, medicinal, and girls are not. 

At the end of the Subway I took the trolley 
to Caryl avenue and then walked over the hills 
until I reached the swamp just south of Dun- 
woodie. I intended to fish down stream. Hang 
the ethics of fly-fishing. I would like to be in 
a bailoon and watch Mr. Halford go down that 
swale. I wonder if he ever swears. 

Speaking of that eminent fisherman, I had 
in my pocket a box of his beautiful flies, a fine 
tapered leader, and I carried a 4%-ounce rod. 
Now, I suppose you will think me slightly 
“touched.” Well, you may. I rarely carry any 
other rig with wet flies, too, of course, no mat- 
ter what stream I am fishing; the brawling, 
obstreperous Beaverkill, or the timid, bashful 
‘Tibbits. 

Near the head of the stream lies a good 
sized pond through which it flows, with the 
ruins of an old ice house at its upper end visible 
above the long grass. In this charming bit of 
water, heavily wooded on one side, and cut into 
innumerable bends and coves of lush meadow 
on the other, I hoped to first drop my wet 
flies. 

And now came a sudden disillusionment, for 
as I swung into view of its placid waters my 
ears were debased with youthful shouts and 
laughter. Some two dozen urchins were splash- 
ing and howling in delight amid its cool em- 
braces, turning the pure, clear water into an 
ugly brown. No “Fishing Jimmys” were they, 
silent as the trees, with an alder pole and bit 
of string, lying on the bank with eyes glued to 
the line, waiting for that -mystic twitch. Well, 
in my regret, I flung toward the little naked 
devils a soft, benignant oath, and rounded up 
the shore to the further end. . 

Here I made up my rod and cast out upon 
the hopeless waters, hopeless because they had 
roiled it from head to toe, and on rafts of old 
boards and boxes had churned its usually 
smooth surface into a miniature Lake Superior. 

The little Cahill. fell flat and nerveless, pros- 
trate on the turbid sheen. It seemed to curl 
its feathers in disgust at the unsavory bath, just 


‘splendor, through 


(Tibbits Brook) 
By HERBERT JANES 


as a real Cahill (if there is such a thing) would 
curl up its nose at a dose of ipecac. 

So I reeled-in my line and strolled back 
among the bathing satyrs, who were clustered 
near the old broken spillway through which 


' Mistress Tibbits began her circuitous rambles 


into the bog below. 

Now if this pen were not dull and rusty, 1 
should wax eloquent; I should bring from the 
invisible a picture of the shrine at which I 
worship, where amid tall rushes and drooping 
sedge grass her purling murmurs mingle with 
the rustle of the leaves and the buzz of many 
insects. Yes, ’tis only a little brook stealing 
timidly among the wildest tangles; coy and shy 
of the open, yet with bland innocence opening 
her arms in unexpected spots to the wooing 
sunbeams slanting through the brake. And how 
they warm her bosom with their loving rays, 
piercing into the lucid depths fascinating swirls 
of topaz, amethyst and gold. 

Into the hidden mysteries of this jungle 
nymph I pushed, crowding through vast clumps 
of elderberry shrubs and struggling over quak- 
ing tussocks, capped with wire grass, sinking 
nearly to my knees in the soft ooze, where the 
venomous mud sprang a violent attachment for 
my boots. The cat briars and brambles 
scratched and tore at my intrusion and formed 
a doughty ‘rampart to screen my lady in, secure 
from prying eyes and depredating hands. 

Through this luxuriant maze I slowly 
wedged my way; dropping my fly now and then 
in some open stretch, where the gentle current 
whirled about the tall cat-tails and under droop- 
ing alder boughs. But no sudden rise broke the 
quict mirror or carried that poignant flop to 
my eager ears. 

Hungry and somewhat wroth with my way- 
ward mistress who had not vouchsafed one in- 
timation of her finny wards, I climbed upon a 
huge bare trunk which spanned the brook, to 
rest and eat my evening lunch. As I sat upon 
the smooth whitened frame of that fallen giant, 
the sun streaming down in broken bursts of 
the swimming clouds, my 
thoughts fled back into a misty past and 
fashioned glories of that pregnant swamp in 
days long gone. Days when the bleached and 
massive trunk beneath me spread its graceful 
arms amid a thousand others which lined the 
edges of the swamp. When the woodcock, that 
mystic of the woods, bored about the succulent 
roots, and the woodduck dropped on quivering 
wings to feed among the luscious grasses. 

Drifting into reveries of that golden past 
when the bog teemed with wild life now gone 
forever; drowsy with that mysterious rhythm 
nature plays upon invisible chords, I was 
startled from my daydreams by a loud, quack! 
quack! quack! directly behind me. As I turned 
quickly, two black ducks flew swiftly past, so 
close to my head, that had I raised an arm I 
could have touched them.  Instinctively I 
reached for my rod—-pshaw, I thought it my 
twelve-bore—-while the two ducks sank into the 


stream some fifty yards away, still blightly 
chanting their, quack! quack! quack! A dense 
screen of alders immediately in my rear had 
completely hidden my figure until they were 
almost upon me, and they were past before they 
realized the proximity of their enemy and lover. 

This sudden visitation, this blending of 
mental and tangible realities, for a 
moment confused my listless spirit and I hardly 
knew whether I was awake or had actually 
fallen into slumberland. At that stage a gentle, 
muffled, quack! quack! came from below, and 
I knew they were not spectres come to mock 
me. 


visions 


As I shook the ashes from my briar and 
thrust it in my pocket, once more there floated 
through the thicket a soft and guttural, quack! 
“Feeding and happy,” thought I, ensconced in 
their green pasture, for the wild tang had van- 
ished from their cry, and it sung domestic music, 
comfortable and quiet, like, “horses chawin’ 
hay.” 

Below the log where I was perched the 
brook broadened and ran clear of bush for 
twenty or thirty feet, with an impenetrable bank 
of alders on one side bending out over the 
water. For some time I had been watching this 
expanse, hoping to see a break or some move- 
ment in the stream, but its quiet face showed 
not a ripple of life to quicken my expectancy. I 
had been using a pale watery dun, No. 14, dry, 
but they would have none of it; so I changed 
to a blue-winged olive. A back cast was .im- 
possible, so I twitched out the fly as best I 
could, with plenty of slack, and it drifted down 
with the gentle current. As the line straight- 
ened an eddy caught the fly and swayed it under 
the alders—when, a splash, a tug, and before I 
knew it, away went my line far under the bush. 
The surprise was so complete that I lost my 
equilibrium and slid from my seat into the 
brook, sinking deep in the soft mud. I was fast 
and could not budge, and in a most exasperat- 
ing predicament. However, if that was a trout 
I would wiggle out of my boots and swim if 
necessary to bag him. There I stood, the water 
nearly to my thighs, with a dangerous bend to 
the light rod and not a tremble to the line. To 
force the issue I gave him more of the butt, with 
several quick strains, and a violent jerking elec- 
trified my arm and sent my spirits skyward. 
Quiet followed, and not a tremor came back to 
me for perhaps a minute, when, without a per- 
ceptible quiver, my rod flew up, and the little 
savage that was trying my soul darted like a 
shot clear across the stream. By some miracle 
the line had freed itself, and with wild haste [ 
ripped in the slack, and there he was, struggling 
and splashing on a taut line among the 
grasses and wild cabbage leaves of the opposite 
bank. 

Then I knew, and my heart beat quick with 
joy; I could see the gold spots in the wonderful 
tourmaline and feast my eyes on his iridescent 
beauty. He dashed about those cabbage leaves 

(Continued on page 350.) 















Fixtures. 


If you want your shoot to be announced 
here, send a notice like the following: 


REGISTERED TOURNAMENTS. 


Sept. 13.—Washington, D. C.—Analostan G. C. Miles 
Taylor, Sec’y. to, 
Sept. 1416.—Sacramento, Cal.—Interstate Association’s 

eighth Pacific Coast Handicap tournament under aus- 
pices the Capital City Blue Rock Club; $2,000 added 
money. Winner of first guaranteed $200 and a rooney; 
winners of second and third guaranteed $150 and $100 
res ively. Elmer E. anon Mgr., Pittsburgh, Pa. 
Sept. 17.—Nevada (la.) G. * W; Scott, Sec’y. 
Sept. 17.—Emsley (Ala.) ar cS Lecroy, Pres. 
Sept. 17.19.—Atlantic City, N. Wane Hogans. Ber- 
nard Elsesser, Sec’y 
Sept. 17-19.—Tulsa (Okla.) G C. W.R. Campbell, Pres. 
Sept. 18-19.—San Jose (Cal.) Bluerock Club. O. N. 
Ford, Sec’y and Mg * 
23.—Boise (Idaho) G me .. F. ee a 
Ry 
Toe. ir., Sec 


gest. 24.—Rushville (Ind.) G 
Sept. 26-26. soem iGaS'G ey. 

ass Teed “Shoe Mac inery At 
Spencer, Pres. 


Sept. 27.—Beverly, x 
letic Association Gun Club. A. C. 

Oct. 2.—Elkton (Md.) G.C. H. L. Worthington, Sec’y. 

Oct. 7.—Milton (Pa.) Sportsmen’s Association, ke 
Godcharles, Sec’y 

Oct. 89.—Medford tOkla.) G , G. I, V. Hardy, Sec’y. 

Oct. 14.—Rising Sun (Md.) G. C. H. L. Worthington, 


Vice-Pres. 
Oct. 18.—Baltimore, Md.—Maryland Country Club G. C, 


H. L. Worthington, Mer. 
Oct. cae ( ) S. A. ¥: H. Kling, Capt. 


Oct. 81-Nov. 1.—Monroe (La.) G . T. Austin, Pres, 
Nov. 27 21. Holbrook (Ariz.) G. & 5. . Hulet, Sec’y. 
Dec. 1-6.—St. Thomas (Ont.) G.C. W. J. McCance, Mgr. 


1914. 
Jan. 21-24.—Pinehurst (N. C.) Country Club. 


Tufts, Sec’y. 
July 4.—Syracuse, N. Y.—Hunters’ Club of Onondaga 


County. Chas. H. Stanard, Sec’y-Treas. 


Leonard 





DRIVERS AND TWISTERS. 


You are cordially invited to attend a one-day shoot- 
ing tournament, to be held on the grounds of the Bir- 
mingham Gun Club, on Sept. 17, given by the Ensley 
Gun Club. Y. B. Lecroy is the president of the Ensley 
Gun @ub. O. L. Garl, secretary of the Birmingham 
Gun Club, will manage the tournament. Wm. Fex will 


distribute the cash. 
W. G. BEEcRoFT. 


Virginia Trapshooters’ Tournament. 


Tue fourteenth annual tournament of the Virginia 
Trapshooters’ Association was held over the grounds of 
the Roanoke Gun Club, Roanoke, Va., on Sept. 1, 2 and 
8, the shoot being a two-day affair, but by reason of the 
fact of the large list of entries the same had to be car- 
ried over and concluded on Wednesday, the 3d. 

Never in the history of the Virginia Trapshooters’ 
Association has a tournament met with such success 
from a point of attendance as the tournament just con- 
cluded. Heretofore an attendance of eighty-five was con- 
sidered good, and seldom has the attendance exceeded 
this number. In the tournament just held, 117 men 
faced the traps, the attendance on the first day being 110 
and on the second day 103. 

The high professional score went to Homer Clark, of 
the Western Cartridge Co., who broke the entire pro- 
gram of 200 targets on the first day and had a long run 
of 215. The high amateur score went to A. M. Hatcher, 
of Bristol, Va., with a break of 340 out of 350 shot at. 

The Du Pont trophy, which was put into competition 
for the first time at the tournament just concluded, was 
won by A. M. Hatcher. The cup race contested for by 
teams of five men from the various gun c!ubs went to 
the Bristol (Va.) Team, with 231 out of 250, with the 
Staunton (Va.) team second, and two Roanoke (Va.) 
teams third. 

The individual championship of Virginia, which was 
held by Dr. L. G. Richards, of Roanoke, went to P. 
Gallagher, of Portsmouth, with 97 out of 100. R. L. 
Pierce, of Wytheville, tied Gallagher with 97, but in the 
shoot-off Gallagher won with 24 out of 25, while the best 
Pierce could do was 21. 

Too much credit cannot be given to Lloyd Lewis and 

S. Scholl, of the Du Pont Powder Co., Lloyd Lewis 
a care of the office in the most efficient. manner, 
while Scholl kept the score sheets written up and posted. 
Much credit is also due Frank Jones, H. Elliott, W. 
S. Jones and A 3oyd, who were engaged dur- 
ing the entire shoot in making the same a success. 
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Forest and Stream is an Honorary Member of the Interstate Association for the Promotion of Trapshooting. 


The scores made by the respective shooters are as fol- 


2d 
Day. Day. 
197 14 


ist 

Day. 

E C Watson.... 188 
A M Shepherd.. 189 
W A Bloxton... 175 
re. ee 185 
L G Richards 186 
i TE sos0 176 
L Williams.. 180 
*L D Willis.... 196 
I J Richardson. 183 
h C Mathews... 147 
RS 173 

L Poindexter.... 174 
Poindexter .. 168 

H C Elliott..... 160 
A H H Boyd... 148 
wi Hillsman.. 144 
Ss Holland... 179 
R D Morgan... 195 
T LL Stone..... 170 
CP Btenes«..20 143 
*C W Phellis... 194 
B J Fishburne.. 119 
C A Gaylor..... 163 
E R Lemen .... 159 
G G Moore..... 159 
A W Barbour... 145 
er & Price..... 174 
W Bringman.... 175 
T T Fishburne. 139 
R T Fishburne. 101 
E D Heins...... 146 
W G Hartwe.l.. 171 
H E Dyer...... 179 
H H Shelton... 163 
*J] M Hawkins.. 196 
J] C Cassell, Jr.. 163 
M F Styne..... 40 
C C Richards.. 184 
E R Massie..... 178 
P Gallagher..... 196 
ae | 
L P Lockett..... .«. 
D Hotchkiss. 134 

J. i Chipley..... 189 
C H Bingham.. 151 
C B Easley..... 41 
} C Easley...... 53 
A Sproul...... 184 
R R_ Fairfax..... 168 
A R® Eans...... 91 
FE Sie io ccccce oes 
he See 
W P Claric..... occ 
ae. Se 
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*S Anderson.... . 
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Hendersonville (N. C.) G. C. 


THE sixth and final shoot for the Dupont Hopky by 
the members of the Hendersonville (N. C.). 

was held on Labor 
Eleven men entered the contest which be 
and seven men finished on Labor Day. 
which comprised 
Walter Reese and J. H. 


uring the six 
Ripley kept’ well to- 


At the beginning of the final shoot, Reese and Ripley 
were tied for first place, with Chisolm three targets be- 
had a streak of hard luck, 
ing” nearly all "of his 
ped enough targets to tie Chisolm 
e shoot-off at 25 targets, Ripley 


19 of his 25, but ‘ 


for first place. 
broke 19 and Chisel 23. 

C, S. Chisolm, the winner 
C., but spends 


is a young man from 
is summers in Hender- 
He is very popu’ar with his many friends, and 
the writer warns the amateur trapshooiers to keep their 
eye on Chisolm, as he is certainly a 

Our weekly shoots will be continued throughout the 
season every Thursday afternoon, as interest is decidedly 
Our grounds are nicely located, only 
one mile from the center of town, and — one minute’s 
walk from the trolley. 


Charleston, S. 


on the increase. 


‘Gemnnich G. C. 


-The weather was very 
amet ‘eal the une aaa smaller than expected 
it was a big day for Offutt, 
Lut the club house. 
. Finch won the event at 12 
The silver plaque for long run was won 
who also won the high amateur 
cup and a Greenwich special miss-and-out with a score 
The two-maa team match was won by 
Offutt and "Mada. 5 


) who took nearly everything 
Still a better man couldn’t have won 
pairs for a silver 


C. Offutt with 58, 


E Dickerman 


T H Lawrence 
J M Hammond 


C H Voorhees 


G_H Martin 


~~) 1 le ee ee ee eee 


— 


Pn atieaetiemae onal tanta 


mo a " a " 
ih ia he er ee 
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Terre Haute Rod and Gun Club. 


Terre Haute, Ind., Aug. 30.—The annual State 
tournament of the Indiana Trapshooters’ League, which 
was held at Terre Haute, Ind., Aug. 25 and 26, under 
the auspices of the Terre Haute Rod and Gun Club 
was among the most successful shoots ever held in the 
State. 

The central location of the city and the magnificent 
shooting range of the club attracted many shooters from 
over the State, as well as from our sister States. 

The shoot was'a three-day event, Aug. 24 being de- 
voted to a practice program. 

The shooters began to arrive early, and by 2 o'clock, 
the time for starting the program, we had _ seventy 
names enrolled. The program for the day consisted of 
four 15-bird events and two 20-bird events, a total ot 
100 birds. J. S. Young carried away the honors as well 
as the diamond pin for the high gun of the day’s pro- 
gram, having made a score of 98 out of 100. 

Monday and Tuesday were the registered State 
tournament days. Before shooting began at 9 o’clock 
there were registered eighty-five names, or seventeen 
squads. The program for the first day was ten 15- 
bird events, with two special events of 25 birds each. In 
a short time after shooting had begun, it was seen 
that with the number of shooters entered it would be 
impossible to complete the program with only two 
traps. Arrangements were immediately made for the 
installation of another trap, and within a short time we 
were shooting over three traps instead of two. This, 
however, did not enable us to complete our entire pro- 
gram for the day, being required to cary one of the 
special events over until Tuesday. 

Tuesday’s program, which consisted of ten 15-bird 
events with two special events of 25 birds each, was 
begun promptly at 9 o’clock, and by having three traps 
and continuing the shooting without intermission for 
lunch, we succeeded in finishing it in good time, and 
within five minutes later the last gun was fired, the 
shooters were being paid their money. 

Many of the celebrities of the country were present, 
namely, Wm. Crosby, Rolla Heikes, Jay Graham, Ed. 
Graham, J. Day and others, | 

C. A. Edmonson, of Indianapolis, captured the State 
trophy by breaking 290 out of 300. ; Bruns, -last 
year’s winner of the trophy, broke 288. The president’s 
trophy was won by Gus Moller, of Indianapolis. The 
Secretary trophy was won by Geo, Moorehead. of Terre 
Ilaute, and the two-man team prize by C. A. Edmonson 
and T, H. Parry. Scores: 


1st 2d 1st 2d 

ay. Day. Day. Day. 
R O Miller..... 131 1388 ~=Chas Peck ..... 137 142 
W Roach ....+ 143° =Chas Humston.. 135 134 
B Shea ..ccceses 133-136 Fred Ragle ..... 122 =: 182 
G A Moorhead.. 133 134 A Dawson.... 134 135 
W TES sesedee 123 126 W H Haws..... 116 115 
E Letrel ......-- 141 189° Wm Huddy .... 138 129 
JS King........ 128 128 A Greene ....... 135 133 
E Bindley, Jr... 122 123 eee i oo. 143 147 


P Fuchs...... mm iW 


*H Cadwallader. 138 147 
; ‘ Straughn. 141 134 


J S_Young...... 37 «~C s-. «©6G_ A Beard..... 121 130 
R H Bruns..... 144 144 W W Erskine... 145 142 
M Kneussl ..... 40 141 8B Donnelly ..... > 
F A Graper..... 138... = *J_Graham...... 143-146 
N Arie ccccccese 138 = 136 2 eee 1460«=s 141 
D C Rogers..... 139 =: 188 *Ed Graham ... 143 140 
G A Wagner.... 140 148 W Bell ......+. 146 «146 
O F Britton.... 133 139 ewett .....05 135 ale 
G Williamson .. 133 136 FC Koch....... 141 «142 
*O W Veach... 90 (67 Ww C Hofer...... 123 132 
*H Vietmeyer... 136 1385 *J M Barr....... 139 143 
M M Glover.... 1386 141 as Shooff....... 79 ana 
C C Hickman... 189 188 N Minnick .... 119 124 


S F Spencer..... 131 132 W E Austin.... 116 118 
W Ferstenmaker 122 131 C M Franke.... 119 114 


T H Parry... .ce 139 136 Dr A B Brooks. 124 
C A Edmonson. 147 148 { BME. cvconssne 65 
F W Lewis...... 126 113 R C Rains...... 140 = 137 


Gus Moeller ... 183 128 Judge. Snell"... 136 135 
a 


TO Oe ccaes 123 131 
*R O Heikes.... = 145 CW Douglas .. 127 187 


















A R Jones...... 104 H Spickerman.. 118 129 
I S Shook....<: 127.—s 118 O Laughlin ....129 134 
D A FeBicccss 122 119 *H E Winans... 125 133 
I Galbraith .... 132 148 Pi SE vancacces 119 =: 142 
MU geicasvcs 146 146 C M Fortune... 74 “we 
G L Dearing.... 128 ene *R_ W Clancy... 141 140 
H H Hicks..... 133 =: 138 i. & eee me ° ssa 
J Y Hamlin.... 119 eee W B Eliliott..... 82 
*Wm_Crosby .. 144 143 *Dr J E Elliott 46 
Guy Fraker ..... 128 one A L Revel...... 133 
Geo Herrick ... 129 ene ED acdocsane 83 
Ed Voris ..0..0 138 128 ES canésiencs 136 ane 
' ae scores made on the practice day at 100 targets 
onow: 
DO Re vn se vccnewa 83 W H Hawes 7 
W Roach . 93 F Shade 90 
B Shea 85 D Shoa 87 
Geo Moorh 9 J Laue. 66 
W  Kivitts 93 A Sims 94 
E Tetzel .. $8 O R Laughlin 88 
£p King.... 91 W J Fleming 7 
E H Bindle 91 M Arie 93 
S Kyle ....ccccere 84 G L Dearing.......... 84 
F Buckingham . 77 BoE Rc cckcccses 91 
S Young.... 98 { PP I ceviies neve 88 
H_ Bruns. 96 Nm Huddy . 90 
M Kneussl 95 W_N Erskine. 93 
F A Graper.. 9% CC W Chassing 64 
Nick Arie .. 92 Zz enn.... 86 
D C Rodgers. 92 *R C Vaught 7 
Geo W agner 94 J. Shoaff .... 95 
O F Britton ... 9 Geo _ Herrick 5 
G G Williamson 90 G C Fraker. 81 
*] W Veach.... 98 M M Glover.. 93 
“He W_ Vietmeyer. 81 CM Fortune . 46 
C A Edmonson.... 91 F W Lewis....... - 81 
. Oe Gixueeeenct « 95 C_ Fernstenmaker . 86 
S F Spencer ....... a *R Heikes......... 99 
TRE as cds exes 54 "F Me Me biddéveacas 80 
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Se pic ghavaute $4 *Wm Crosby .......... 98 
F DR via Gevanecee 97 CS Fh Gene ccvcne (50) 
Mt SEER cnc ccecee 9 Bo PONS, ccc cce cc (30) 26 
a IS ccdcctnewed 97 EE ge 6 vccewgen (30) 25 
eee 92 Te, ORE > cc <ccscce (30) 25 
MR Aedecaie wade eas 86 BO BUIET oc cccces (30) 20 
*H W Cadwallader.... 91 Bart Lewis ....... (20) 19 
EB TOE aoe ce ccces 88 H R Speckelman.(20) 16 
C C Hickman......... BS) 


The scores of the special events, two events at 25 
targets each day, follow: 


a a ast nt 
: ay. Day ay. Day. 
R O Miller..... 4 46 H H Hicks..... 4 86 
W Roach ....... 47 47 Chas Peck ..... 45 50 
Te Oe wencdenss 4 47 A Green ....... 44 45 
Geo Moorhead.. 47 48 L BE ddevaswes 50 
Wm Kivitts .... 41 44 BOON. 0 <0. 45 42 
f BP sass 2 44 W L Straughn.. 48 48 
Cadwallader... 45 48 G A Beard..... 6 45 
S_ Young...... W N Erskine... 45 49 
H Bruns...... 46 50 B Donnelly ... 19 aa 
M Kneussl ..... 46 46 i Graham ..... 48 50 
F A Graper..... 24 is art Lewis ..... 47 48 
Nick Arie ..... 47 45 *Ed Graham ... 48 49 


D C Rodgers... 47 
G W Wagner... 43 
G Williamson... 43 
M M Glover ... 45 
F 
Cc 


EE Parry... 000 44 
A Edmonson. 49 
F W Lewis...... 44 


Gus Moller .... 45 
*R O Heikes... 48 
I Galbraith .... 48 
Mark Arie 


LZ eh ca cises 49 ® 
© BeGiscrcces 49 
W C Hoffer..... 46 46 
Wm Minnick 22 48 
A B Brooks..... 22 ‘ie 
i eo aie 39 we 
*R W Clancy - 47 
Geo Smith ...... 45 40 
O Dixon...... 46 
Wm Crosby ... 50 
J Farrabee ..... 0 


Pipestone G. C. 


Preestone,Minn., Aug, 31.—Our shoot to-day brought 
rom now on, ducks and chick- 


the season to a close. f 
ens will have the call for our attention. 
Shot at. —_ 


Shepherd ....... 75 
O'Leary ......0. 50 
DUO . deccccccens 90 
SOUR. ecesedens 47 
Peterson ....... 112 


44 
76 
36 
84 


Scores: 
Shot at. Broke 
Atkinson ....... 60 44 
POUEEOE. <ceccsccs 60 42 
sapecse awenecnd 60 38 
SERGE <.ccceees 50 23 
WHR | ccdcsaces 35 17 


A. Peterson, Sec’y. 
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Remington UMC 
CARTRIDGES 


Win Individual Military Championship of the 
United States and Make Still 


More World’s Records 


President’s Match 


20 Shots Skirmish, 10 Shots Surprise, 10 Shots 6(0 yards, 15 Shots 1000 yards 
For Individual Military Championship of the United States 


The most coveted match in this country, won by Capt. Wm. H. Clopton, Jr., U. S. Cavalry, using 
Remington-UMC Cartridges, making a new world’s record for the course of 266 x 275. 


C. B. Long, Massachusetts, second, 260, using Remington-UMC and one other make. 
Four out of the first nine prizes won by Remington-UMC 


Marine Corps Cup Match 


20 Shots at 600 and 1000 yards 


essential. 
- record, using Remington-UMC Cartridges. 


using Remington-UMC Cartridges. 


900 yards, 75; 1000 yards, 73. 


Leech Cup Match 


7 Shots at 800, 900 and 1000 yards 
Sergt. C. R. Robinson, U. S. Cavalry, scored the possible at all three ranges, 105 


Herrick Trophy Match 


A new world’s record for an individual score in this match was established by Capt- 


Stuart M. Wise, M. V. M., who made the marvelous score of 223 x 225. 
Only | shot out of the bull’s-eye in 49 shots. including 


sighters, using Remington-UMC 180 grain Cartridges. 






This match was shot in a gale of wind where accuracy and reliability in ammunition were 


Won by Mr. John W. Hessian, with 195 x 200, tying the existing world’s 


105, 


800 yards, 75; 


In this match the Massachusetts State Team finished second, and the U. S. Cavalry Team 
No. 2 fourth, both using Remington-UMC Cartridges. 


Enlisted Men’s Team Match 


A new world’s record made by the U. S. Cavalry Team, three men using Reming- 


ton-UMC Cartridges. 


Shoot the dependable—reliable—record-breaking Remington-UMC 
Cartridges and get what your hold calls for. 


REMINGTON ARMS—UNION METALLIC CARTRIDGE CO., 299-Broadway, N. Y. 
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Central Pennsylvania Trap Shooters’ League. 


Expepit, Pa., Sept. 1.—The third annual snesting of 
the Central Pennsylvania Trapshooters’ League was he'd 
here to-day, while the fifth and last league tournament 
shoot was being conducted by the Big Ben Rod and 
Gun Club. sate 

Jack Waltz, the league secretary, has a division for 
dividing the purses, and it was used in the division of 
the money and about 55 per cent. vf the shooters won 
and received money, not a small piece, either. The 
professionals participating in the shoot kept the spec- 
tators on nettles all the time. Carl F. Moore only 
missed one of his 150 targets. H. D. Gibbs missed three. 
Mrs. Ad. Topperwein made 142. W. A. Joslyn broke 139. 

Edward Hellyer, of Alexandria, Pa., won high ama- 
teur with 144 out of 150. He is the high amateur man 
in the league this year. E. G. Miller, of Ebensburg, 
was second, while Mr. Bennett, of Big Bend Club, and 
Deck Lane, of Ebensburg, tied for third place, and 
Patrick L. Morrison, of Altoona, captured fourth honor 
and money. ‘4 

Much credit is due to the officers and members of 
the Big Bend Club for the arrangement of the enter- 
tainment of the visiting - shooters. 

The league held its annual meeting in the office of 
the club secretary, to wind up the business of the old 
season and plan for the new one of 1914. The old 
ones were: President, C. D. Hughes, Altoona; Vice- 
President, H. M. Rodgers, Johnstown; Treasurer, L. M. 
Hagerty, Alexandria; Secretary, Jack Waltz, Altoona; 
Directors—Spooneybarger, Huntingdon; Morrison, Al- 
toona; Thompson, Ebensburg; Steinbach, Lewistown; 
Shiffer, Big Bend. 

_The newly elected_officers were: President, W. C. 
Shiffer, Big Bend, Expedit; Vice-President, William 
McClarren, Ehensburg; Treasurer, L. M. Hagerty, Alex- 
andria; Secretary, Jack Waltz, Altoona; Directors—C, G. 
Brenneman, Altoona; F. A. Sargeant, ee Roy 
Walker, Lewistown; E. R. Springer, Indiana, and E. G. 
Miller, Ebensburg. ‘The election of Jack Waltz was a 
hearty and unanimous one, and to him is largely due 
the great success of the tourney this year. He was 
always on the job, kept boosting and plugging until 
trapshooting has again found its former popularity in 
this section. 

New rules were adopted and several resolutions 
were passed that will be beneficial to the members. The 
tournaments next year will be closed to members, pro- 
fessionals and visitors shooting tor targets alone. A 
shooter whose 1913 average is between 88 and 90 per 
cent. will shoot at the 18yds. line; a!l over 90 per cent. 
at the 2lyds. line, and those below 88 per cent. at the 
I6yds. line. The shoots will consist of 150 targets or 
six 25-target events. The dates and places for the five 
shoots will be announced later. 

The league was organized in this city two years ago 
and has been most successful this year. Secretary Jack 
Waltz has been one live wire in the league, his work as 
secretary tending to make the past year a big success 
and the league members were wise when they again 
elected him to his old position. Through his efforts 
the several tournaments were great events, the last one 
being the best of all. The trapshooting game has 
jumped into popularity and the coming season promises 
a new lot of sportsmen. 








L A Bosserman ..... 121 W P Steinbach ...... 115 
A M Burnett ......... 135 Chas Steinbach ....... 129 
WC Shiffer........... 119 W C Letterman ...... 129 
Wm C Smith ........ 73 J J Slautterback ..... 113 
Ee eae 117 A ME sccreuseseus 128 
7, Aenreand .....5.. 326. Fee BOON nn vsccecccecs 132 
ee 102 De BRPARGUX 6 ccccecces 95 
SS eee 96 AY: Be RE aise kh ssa oy us 
PEE oskeuaceccs 102 Dr H G Diffenderfer. 92 
E Mulhollen ....... 93 DL OD Bearer oo. scccccc 130 
? ore ae 130 L,..B GRMN oo ccseccces 
W Buchanan ...... BRO HE OO svccoscccse 
Saas 108 A_A_ Detrick es 
A Sargent . “Bush” Smith 
Ww R Young ... E R Springer 
Mrs Topperwein .... 142 Jack Richards 
P= BEE Sococtins cos 114 $ e Seatac SGeiniced 
® 23 i oe ee 
Fred Ebright . 26 Se WE ek ccacnmsee 
Geo Ebright RAIS E G Miller .......... 
Ww A_Joslyn Mt OM. Ptalley. «2.5.00. 
W A De Forest Wm McClarren . 
H E Miller Oe es ar 
WV E Varner ..... E_ R Suedden ... 
H H_ Hunter W E Lafferty ... 
H D Gibbs P F Pershing ... 
*Carl F Moore E E Goss ..... 
K Nolder Robt Scanlon 
L_Morrison . Robt Snyder .. hog 
na 2 Wor .... Ed Hellyer ....... ss 
Be IR fase esi cc Ei Rodgers ......... 





*Professionals. 





Fort Thomas G. C. 


THE special attraction at the club grounds on Aug. 
81 was an_exhibition of fancy rifle shooting given by 
Mr. Bud Razee, a Remington-U. M. C. representative, 
and his wonderful skill with the rifle was witnessed and 
thoroughly appreciated by a gallery of nearly 300 spec- 
tators, which included a large number of the fair sex. 
At the conclusion of this exhibition the target traps 
were brought into commission, and the spectators were 
treated to a performance with the elusive clays, which 
has never been equaled on these grounds. This was 
the work of Mr. W, R. Chamberlain, of Columbus, O., 
who shot at 100 targets, missing but one target in each 
50, and finishing with a total of 98. Mr. Chamberlain is 
the representative of the Peters Cartridge Co., and takes 
high rank among the professionals of the country. Sec- 
ond to him came Richards, one of our best local ama- 
teur shots, with 92. H. Stegeman was third on a score 
of 84, which was much below his average. Brown and 
A. Stegeman tied for the next place on 81. Mr. Razee 
shot in two events, and struck his gait in the last time 
up, where he broke straight, being the only contestant, 
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except Chamberlain, to accomplish this feat. Richards, 
in the last half of the program shot a 94 per cent, gait, 
a little hard luck in his. first event bringing his total 
down. A number of the officers were prevented by other 
duties from taking part in the sport at this shoot. 


Shot at. Broke Shot at. Broke 


W Chamberlain 100 98 OG DOR oc issnne 100 67 
Richards ....... 100 92 ME veeicsncniees 100 64 
H Stegeman ... 100 84 Capt Davids .... 75 43 
BOWE 5i<0 60658 100 81 MOU. avekacece 75 40 
A Stegeman .... 100 81 NE inc <0sc0 cre 50 40 
Mm Porter «....5. 100 5 — Oc csale 2E 17 
MOOD iccvceens 100 74 <nabelkamp .... 25 13 
Se MME coaees ce 100 70 a 25 10 


Cincinnati G. C. 


Eph. Randall, of Mason, O., was high man at the 
Labor Day shoot, missing but 3 targets out of 115 shot 
at. L. Gambell, also known as “Bobs,” gave him a 
onee pees for high honors, and finished in second place 
on : 

The heat and counter attractions of the day kept 
several of the regulars from attending, but over a dozen 
of the members were on hand, and the traps were kept 
busy until after 6 o’clock. The main feature of the day 
was the six-man team match, at 100 targets, the teams 
being captained by Supt. Gambell and Medico, The 
race was a hot one, and only three targets separated the 
teams at the finish. Medico’s team secured a lead of 3 
targets in the first round, and in the second string in- 
creased this lead by 10 targets, giving them a tetal lead 
of 13. In the third string Gambell’s bunch cut this lead 
to 10 targets, and in the fourth reduced it to 9. The 
last string was also Gambell’s by 6 targets, but his team 
was unable to overcome the advantage gained by their 
adversaries in the first two rounds and quit losers by a 
score of 515 to 518. Randall made high individual score 
of 97, and in the practice events broke his first 66 targets 
straight. TL. Gambell was not far behind the leader, 
breaking 96. Gaskill and Schreck, members of Gambell’s 
team. tied with Medico for third place on 92. 

The heat was very trving to the shooters, and the 
glare of the sun made it difficult to judge the targets, so 
that, although there was’no wind, some of the contest- 
ants failed to put up their usual scores. 

In a_ second team match at 25 targets per man, 
Davies, Ertel and Shropshire defeated A. Gambell, Con- 
nelly and Kolb by 8 targets. 

Standing at 18vds., the following scores were made: 
Gaskill 28, Schreck 28, L. Gambell 22, Medico 19, and 
Ertel 20. 

The wind-up was a four-cornered match, in which A. 
Gambell was high man with 24 out of 25, Shropshire 22, 
Kolb 20, and Connelly 13. 

Donald, of Felicity, ©., faced the traps for the first 
time since the Grand American Handicap, and conse- 
quently did not do his usual good work, though he im- 
proved before the close of the shoot. L. Pfeiffer, who 
used io be one of the regular attendants at the club 
shoots, and one of our good local shots took part in 
the events, but lack of practice cut his score below his 
old time average. Scores: 








Targets: 15 20 20 20 20 20 =Total. 
POE avons dens o ee eccec5 ce 12 16 19 18 15 19 99 
EOE oo. ci sinccscsescucanewe i ee 41 
DMN ockvincswapacebeexoasen -- 15 202018 2019 112 
TIE «56.010 Sion 000 eeen oben keu ee 122018171918 105 
RING 5a ic cnsssqrecsenss 8 12 15 18 15 15 83 

it: deacons jtanneaan donee - 12 15 16 14 16 12 85 
ENED. So nuwsiiaesGeversusee .- 13 19 19 19 18 17 105 
Be NE 0 since daseewbscseaiceees 12 19 13 17 20 18 99 
Trimble 12 17 19 18 17 18 101 
Nieber 10 17 15 16 18 14 90 
Pfeiffer ‘ 12 15 13 17 12 16 85 
A rr re rrr aeae 15 18 2018 2020 =111 
SETE oa uisssnGusmesaewaeycacionge 161719191918 107 
WOOO oancdssisceatewnsescccaned. os, 44 toe 17 19 10 46 


*Shot at 15 in their last event. 
Team match, 100 targets: 


GEE Saxq su siwesies 92 POE once tcveoawe 80 
L Gambell ......... 96 R Trimble ......... 89 
Sy PE sac vcedvee 73 MCdICO ...0cccsess 9 
A Gambell ......... 87 EMME ais oiein's s'o.ecap 06's 73 
Shropshire ......... 75 are 97 
BUPMER. ceccincccccess 92—515 i eae 87—518 
Team match, 25 targets: 
DOME sccescs us 21 ME 5 a sceawis ce des 2° 
CORMEHF  osccsecsees 19 ae: 
BD ovhis sehwaceeses 21—61 Shropshire ......... 24—69 





Robin Hood G. C. 


Tue Robin Hood Gun Club he'd their regular holi- 
day shoot on Labor Day. On account of the Staten 
Island Fair being held on that day, there was a small 
attendance and some good scores were shot. Scores: 


Practice, 25 birds: 





G. F. Hutchings ....... Dis IOI ove ccaccscs 20 
DEUS - noccesiseses 16 Re PIOS  < caikcwssccvee 22 
MMR: Ssicasnnecwnacds 16 
Hercules fob, 25 birds: 
PME a Satna d aw cas Sate 2% TERE, 6 5.sicceaiesan cee 21 
G F Hutchings . pane eres 12 
G Conelley ...... ae 
Stevens fob, 25 birds: 
G Conelley ..... cogebede 18 G F Hutchings ........ 21 
DOT 5iNic Kécccneasoon BAF IOS vince ocencves 18 
Du Pont fob, 25 birds: 
si a. 16 G Conelley ... 





G F Hutchings 19 J E Smith .. 
Shoot-off for Du oe 18: 25 birds: 


CS, Sicaksccccinc Fe SEE: bth cs vena e'es ~18 
Second shoot-off for Du Pont fob, 12 birds 
Feo Re TN ese acaeert GC) & Ganneliey 6.65... 10 





G. Conetiey, Sec’y. 
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Herron Hill G. C. 


PrrtspurGH, Pa., Sept. 6.—One of the most success- 
ful matinees for shooters given this season by the 
Herron Hill Gun Club was the combined spoon race 
and trophy shoot held on its Davis Is'and grounds 
yesterday afternoon. A corn roast, at which all sorts of 
good things were served, and a brass band made the 
event most popular. 

The spoon race was also an excellent event, and not 
without its ties. Speer broke 49 and took the Class A 
spoon. Baker took Class BB’s trophy. Kable, Humes, 
Kohlmeyer and A. H. King, Jr., tied for the Class C 
leadership. Kable took it on the shoot-off. Sperling 
won the Class D spoon in a shoot-off with Ridgway. The 
scores: 

King trophy shoot: 










PA PN ec censuses 0 48 CE 55:33 ca ceseniee 4 47 
Baker .ccccee 4 48 MED, cove ctanecoes 4 47 
Elba . 4 48 SI sib vevcevemetee 4 47 
Morrison ..... oe, oe BER. eu castenceceese 0 4 
SEMEN | cptieapassdsceee 4 48 MEE aida cniceaseas<'e 4 45 
Lautenslager ........ 4 48 eS ee eee 8 4 
OS ea 4 48 OS IRS 4 44 
BEN akahs os fenvnns 6 48 IEE. © cen ciicssacse 6 47 
PE cnc cccccece 8 48 TUN 5 sss05sanenss 4 39 
BE 9 ives ewaices com 8 48 PER ia ceenvavecncs 6 44 
POMEMEE Sassccescce 4 48 Kohlmeyer .......... 6 42 
oS en tee 0 47 EOE. Miscdcuaets 8 40 
er Seneceeecasceenes 49 ROM AIBIOE scare ssc. 38 
ee re ROR Serer 38 
MOINES 5. 5's: 6s vacon inti 3 ja rar rere 8 
RID xa ci ccvaeriemey Sradberry 
Hickman Denman 
BERS oevackiscsupienee EMOUNN sckasvcdstacsses 
McMeans Oe NRE re eee 
SE, Say ak kere sat bate aay Ridgway 
A H King Sperling 
Garland igueswae McJunkin 
SEY ciasavacegerss nce cece renscsiessese. d 
BEM Vo cacasccwcicese wea Brabson 
OS Se are eS OO eee eee 
Lautenslager Landgraf 
are ROMNEY aieccextccguscensc. 
SD, Sods casaicsaiiewass 








Indianapolis G. C. 


3RIDGEPORT, Ind., Sept. 5.—Nineteen shooters faced 
the traps at the Indianapolis Gun Club at their Labor 
Day shoot. Edmonson was high gun; Hofer and Tetzel 
were tied for second place. Scores: 





EG Nig xeaweenacgnces OE ere nee 
Edmonson i BROS 55036 TecuGeaoners 
MEMES Sias's cana ERMMEIOL 6.0 cos eiewss 
Britton Speckermon 

EP iss cana kiero hemls SUN” a.n<cdeeeukeedss ee 
PENI Sines cncsrveres OROOD © Kna0% 

er erry OD sca sushen 

BEE \naascces cde Arnold ..... 

Ev cachwnee TOME oan sanonwa ewan 
SPONGE 200.008 





Sept. 6.--Arvin was high gun in both practice and 
trophy shoots at our regular shoot to-day. e complete 
program of the day was not finished because of rain. 
The scores follow: 





Practice: 
Shot at. Broke Shot at. Broke 

UN GS cenmeate's 40 37 *Vietmeyer ..... 100 85 
ee 20 18 MONE, as ccbinwens 40 38 
ee 20 i ree 20 17 
Edmonson ...... 40 38 Neighbors ...... 20 2 
rer 100 M4 MORREE cis ceccva's 65 47 
DOR. enkwewaatsns 40 34 Brennan ........ 45 35 
PEND «x6 wensig sie 40 40 OS eee 50 45 
EGE ecscsceve 40 34 

Trophy, distance handicap, 60 birds: 
EE TED * iaaesscweensoxe 53 Moller, 18 
a re re 52 Dixon, 18 
eee 49 Golden, 17 
Edmonson, 20 .......... 51 Neighbors, 16 ...... (45) 23 
DEE OEE . cia lees<cssbaede 46 2 a ” SR ee 48 
ON EE dave ccatecnmes 57 


*Professionals. 
Gro R. Waite, Sec’y. 


Charleston G. C. 


CHARLESTON, W. Va, Sept. 1.—Scores made at the 
labor Day shoot of the Charleston Gun Club follow. 
H. M. Shaul and A. N. Davis shot at 200 each, the 
ethers at 100: . 





Davis 60 
Shaul .. 52 
De Gruyter 52 
Dawson 45 
OR re 28 
Mottesheard ......... 71 DIE cnicakdnckdencase 26 
WERE: is cravccceens 70 

ROPROINS voccscvcccce 67 J. A. pe Gruyter, Sec’y. 


Brookhaven G. C. 


BrookHAven, Miss., Aug. 28.—Owing to the in- 
clemency of the weather last week, we did not hold 
vur regular weekly shoot. As the good roads auto tour 
took some of the boys out of town, only five of the 
enthusiastic members who enjoy the sport were out to- 
day. Scores as follows: 

Events: 1 28 Events: 12 3 
Dr N Thompson. 23 24 19 W Henderson..... 2418 .. 
I E Bennett. o. 24:23 24 L H Baggett..... 2219 .. 
iS BE: ees isdcecwe 20 23 22 





I. E. Bennett. 
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Mentana State Sportsmen’s Ass'n. 


Butte, Mont., Aug. 27. The three-day registered 
tournament of the Montana State Sportsman’s Associa- 
tion was finished here to-day. On the first day there 
were seven events at 15, two events at 20, one at 25 and 
one at 30 targets, a total of 200 targets. In event No. 
10, the Manhattan two-man cup was won by Norris 25, 


Weatherhead 25, a total of In event No. 11 the 
jrownlee tournament medal was won by Sam Weaver, 
‘score 30 at 30yds, 10 at l6yds., 10 at 18yds. and 10 at 20yds. 

On the second day there was one event at 15, five at 
20, one at 40 targets, and one at 10 oo, a total of 200 
targets. In event No. 18 the Brownlee challenge medal 
at 25 singles was won by J. C. Norris on°25. In event 
No. 19, the Butte Rod and Gun medal, 10 at l6yds., 10 
at 18vds., 10 at 20yds., and 5 pairs, a total of 40, was 
won by R. i; Starkey on 38. In event No. 20, the 
Klepetko challenge medal at 10 pairs, was won by R. J. 
Starkey on 20. 

On the third day there were three events, one at 50, 
one at 25 and one at 100 targets. In event No. 21, the 
individual cup at 50 singles was won by J. C. Norris on 
49. In event No, 22, the three-man team cup was won 
by the Billings team at 25 singles per man, a total of 75 
singies—Harker 24, Prater 25, Weatherhead 25; total 74. 
3y winning this time the Billings team become the 
owners of this cup which has been shot for over 25 
years. It is understood that it is to be presented to 
the Montana Historical society. In event No. 23 the 
handicap medal was won by C. C, Goddard. This shoot 
is at 100 single targets 16 to 22yds. Goddard shot at 
2%yds, scoring 93. The Hunters Hot Springs cup, shot 
for on preliminary day at 50 singles, was won by R. J. 
Starkey, score 50. 

At the annual meeting of the Montana State Sports- 
men’s Association, held on Tuesday evening at the rooms 
of the Butte Stock Exchange, Billings was selected as 
the place for holding the next or 21st annual tournament 
during the month of June 1914. 

The following are the officers for the ensuing term: 
President, William Harker, Billings; Vice-President, F. 
A. Weatherhead, Billings; Secretary-Treasurer C. Smith, 
of Butte (now serving his 20th term); Board of Di- 
rectors—R, A. Prater, Tom Murray, Geo. P. Garlow. 


Ist Day. 2d Day. 3d Day. 

CE ee a vess sie 187 181 162 
Frank Morrison ......... 161 (180) 140 141 
I ME PRR ciscsncctccecaess 167 157 148 
*Guy Ho'shaw ......-.0- 187 170 161 
Cs Tl Se ecteavscndexcces 171 uae aaa 
Wr TR ceswcnccsccces 181 174 150 
2D °° reer 186 176 152 
Thos BERR csccccescees 188 176 155 
F Weatherhead .......... 188 185 162 
GC PG nose scicvtcdieen 185 176 159 
CC Ge ce cdeckasawacess 183 180 162 
RF Se asccseudeoces 192 196 160 
R PROM oi csscascscsesces 186 (180) 171 (75) 71 
Fre@ BE “Gee vacatcnsas 186 =©(180) 170 153 
Ae © BR ee scnsecs (170) 144 158 143 
*Wm Bowman .........:- 177 170 160 
5 CNG avasccvatunses 194 189 164 
ay err. (145) 118 cn ‘ne 
TW iss: oc bins caxcctas 174 170 153 
DU Ce mas oeisceicase 184 161 153 
*H C ERRSChyY. .<sccocees 177 186 aia 
BE SE ecccewscascs 186 184 153 
i RE 185 176 138 
G WE BOO oc csccacesss 174 122 127 
Ey WM aca téecencde esis 168 <a rer 
*A W Woodworth ...... 184 180 162 
C!S 187 172 155 
i or 188 185 149 
Bid Ge wcvsanrcbevastas 164 153 133 
WY Oh MIE cance scecicw acne 161 (55) 46 nae 
B. Seek acs ciceneens 181 176 157 
L, FF Geet cc cedeccs 170 i74 150 
ES MAO RNOR .iccvivccccss 170 163 151 
BE Pe I ere caccacesect 176 166 149 
SF Qin cicidescinns 179 167 163 
SE J Morgan .......... ae 177 157 
SR eidvctincrseus 170 109 136 
SS WE I ates «i dasenns 187 176 145 
mY. gh er 191 180 144 
C C GMa oo c.c cece. 183 175 156 
C Ei aacaecauceseve 169 161 146 
Harry TROD. vcé<s006sen0 “ 123 146 
W A Willoughby ....... 158 119 (75) 46 
A FR Do crcetccctees 182 172 152 
Hl SOE Aidicicoccas ds 171 174 134 
D Ee erie iccwkaccawus 176 ve ind 
G KE Beet 2. i200. Se 

G R Hickey ........ (105) 84 Kee one 
5 NSE vison édicewae 154 152 146 
Jack Dervil’e ........ (175) 140 (9%) 79 kad 
Lom: TRE -iicsss-ccesescs se» (180) 144 131 


Brewster G. C. 


RREWSTER O., Sept. 1—Following are scores made 
by the Brewster Gun Club in their Bnd Day tourna- 
ment: 

Five-bird events, including number of birds shot at 


to decide ties: 
Shot at. Broke Shot at. Broke 





Wittens ss.cecce 1145 «86100 R Stewart ..... 34 27 
Christman ...... 105 88 C Stewart ...... 32 22 
eee 98 7 C Zurcher . . 26 
Le ete ee eae 98 77 W Glick ... 28 20 
Metzgar ........ 71 Nydegger 26 19 
JP Walters..... 91 78 8G Stutz 25 19 
Crawiaed 5.5.05. 73 B Glick 25 8 
L GRE eheecees 67 46 E Walters 24 19 
Sherman ....... 61 49 NE ates « 20 10 
Hickey Tt whienta 59 46 P Cabbutt 12 10 
Lineotm .:..... 50 43 A Glick 12 10 
¥ OUR ciscrcccue O 46 Bordner 10 5 
MENTE ipeciarace 48 40 Atkinson 10 6 

P Zurcher.... 48 34 ae “ee 10 2 

C Stump..... 51 33 W Wilson re 7 
J E Lightell.... 40 22 + |Engileman ....... 5 3 


A Arnold ....... 35 20 


RoGrodoeoooooog> 





Ten-bird event: 
1 


TPE ianscen 

R Metzgar ..... 10 

D Merrill ...... 10 

Nydegger ...... 10 

Fifteen-bird events: 

R Metzgar ..... 

D Merrill ...... 45 
MECGECT 2.000. 45 
 eac icin sean 45 

WEEE. ooo Scncee 30 

Cee occa «cs 30 
MO aucesedueesd 30 

J Walters ....... 30 


Twenty-five bird events, including team events, and 
on which high amateur average for day was based: 


D Merrill ....... 75 
P Cabbett-...... 75 
Oe, eee 7% 
WRMNOEE sis sence cee 

P Walters..... 75 
EME vcwesce 5 
oe eee 75 
Sherman ....... 7 


FOREST AND STREAM 
oon oooeonhoeconeoee eon eee one eon oooveboncoo oe oad ooo oon: 


The Best Shooting Yet Recorded at Camp Perry 





G. W. CHESLEY 


. 


: 
. 


coeeeees 15 15 team was high by breaking 102 out of 125, while Brewster 
sence 15 10 team was second with 101. The mixed team secured 88, 
eeeeee 15 10 while the Wilmot team was low with 84. 


PRaSSZer 





343 


DONE WITH 


WINCHESTER 


RIFLE CARTRIDGES 


HE following record-breaking scores stand out in bold relief above all the wealth of wonderful 
shooting done at the International and National Shooting Tournament to date. Embrac- 

; ing as they did shooting at 800, 900 and 1000 yards, they demonstrate the all-around 
skill of the men who made them and the surpassing accuracy of Winchester Rifle Cartridges. 


224 — 225 


The score of 224 out of 225 was made by G. W. Chesley, New Haven, 
Conn., and has never been equalled under the conditions it was shot. 
Mr. Chesley’s wonderful scores throughout the meet with Winchester 
Cartridges have made him the man of the hour at Camp Perry. 


1726 — 2000 


The score of 1726 out of 2000 was made by a picked team shooting in 
the Herrick Trophy Match, but under Palmer Match Conditions, for a 
record—not for prizes. The team mistakenly named the “Usterwasers”, 
a that its members are still very much “‘Isers’’, as the score beat the 

orld’s Record of 1720, made by the United States Team in the 


Palma Trophy Match in 1912. by 6 points. 


POSSIBLES PLUS MADE 


WITH YW CARTRIDGES 


Leech Cup Match: 7 shots at 800, 900 and 1000 yards. Wonby 
G. W. Chesley, New Haven, Conn., with a perfect score at all three 
distances and 13 additional consecutive bull’s-eyes at 1000 yards. 


Adjutant General’s Cup Match: 20 shots at 1000 yards. Won 
by Lt. Col. C. B. Winder with a perfect score and 4 additional con- 
secutive bull’s-eyes. 


WINCHESTER CARTRIDGES WIN THE 
NATIONAL REVOLVER MATCH 


This, the most important revolver match of the tournament, was won by Dr. G. H. Snook, of 
Columbus, Ohio, shooting Winchester Revolver Cartridges. | Winchester Cartridges were 
selected for this match by the Government Board of Experts, on account of their superior 


accuracy, which was proven by exhaustive tests. 








Real, Not Near Records Prove Winchester Superiority 





J_ P Zurcher.... 75 57 Nydegger ....... 25 
daactiss 6 2 Wl Naxcespmecce a0 50 Engleman ...... 2 
10 9 C W Zurcher... 50 39 BREE caxcage 26 
FD = Bi vaseexcte 50 37 SE sneededase 26 
secccee 10 8 R Stewart ...... 50 38 GOP ncccesscccu Me 
ee re 50 36 
30 16 In the five-man team event, the Crawford and Deal 


teeees 15 9 A fine list of prizes were awarded to the winners in 
seeeeee 15 9 each event, such as leather gun case, casting reel, steel 
tenes 15 9 casting rod, Powers cleaner, shell cases, shells, knives, 
teeeeenes 15 6 safety razors, thermos lunch kits, Stevens target pis- 


were awarde URNS, Sec’y. 


wesees 50 35 
agua 50 41 
mawewesies 50 22 
se eeeees S * New Hanover G. C. 
50 45 Wiartmincton, N. C., Sept. 5.—The following scores 


25 20 +36, Darden 34, Bishop (25) 15. 
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tols, flash a etc., and a om mene money prizes 








50 49 were made at our regular Friday afternoon shoot, 50 
25 24 targets per man: Grant 46, Dreher 49, Pearce 48, Miller 






Rate een: | no atsenne et ener 
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SEPT. 13, 1913. 


The (Pp) Brand Wins First Amateur Honors 


At th WESTERN HANDICAP 


OMAHA 
Aug. 5-7 


Mr. E. W. Varner of Adams, Neb., was High Amateur on All Single Targets, using 
Pz TERS “steel where steel belongs” Shells. 


16 yards, 
Y es 16 “6 
Zs = 16 “6 


Preliminary Handicap,20 “ 


Western Handicap, 


It will be remembered that at the EASTERN HANDICAP, 


20 « 


3544 ex 350, using PETERS Shells. 


Chas. A. Young, the 1913 Professional Champion of the U. S., won High General Average at 
the Elks’ Tournament, Cedar Point, O., August 12-13, using PET&£.RS Shells as usual. Score, 


295 ex 300. 


146 ex 150 
98 ex 100 
98 ex 100 
95 ex 100 
96 ex 100 


533 ex 550 


Barton Lewis was High Amateur, 


The consistent and persistent winnings of the P brand simply means that 
whenever quality cutis any figure at all. these goods will be found at the top. 


THE PETERS CARTRIDGE CO., CINCINNATI, OHIO 


NEW YORK: 60-62 Warren St., T. H. Keller, Manager. 


SAN FRANCISCO: 583-585 Howard St., J. S. French, Manager. 


NEW ORLEANS: 321 Magazine St., Lee Omohundro, Manager. 


(cemeteries tnt eS S 


Hartford G. C 


Hartrorp, Conn., Sept. 1—‘‘She has went,” as little 
Alice said. That is, the last tournament of the Trap- 
shooters’ League was held at Hartford on Labor Day, 
Sept. 1, over sixty of New England’s “dyed-in-the-wool” 
trapshooters taking part, and the day was all we could 
ask for. We were naturally somewhat disappointed at 
the small number of shooters, but other attractions, no 
doubt, mot many away. The shoot was started promptly 
at 9 A. M., and with three sets of traps, the events were 
run off rapidly and smoothly, no hitch occurring to mar 
the sport. However, a tricky wind later in the day 
made the targets rather erratic. This, no doubt, ac- 
counted for the somewhat lower scores than usual. 

_ The prize list consisted of $375 in cash and merchan- 
dise, so that every shooter received something. S. W. 
Putnam, the Massachusetts crack, and A, L. Chamber- 
lin, of New Haven, tied for high gun. On the shoot-ott 
Putnam won with a straight score of 25 to Chamberlin’s 
23. Dr. C. C. Smith, of New Haven, was third. 

In the team race, New Haven team No. 1 was high 
with 441, followed closely by Hartford with 440. Boston 
Paleface team was third with 438. The Bridgeport No. 1 
team and the second New Haven team were tied for 
fourth place with 433. 

In the special event, L. H. Bradley took first prize 

of $20, with a score of 24 out of 25, and E. A. Staples 
mn > L. Snow tied for second with 23 each. 
: . L. Chamberlin, of New Haven, who was seriously 
ill during the year, was able to attend the last three 
tournaments and shot well enough to win the Du Pont 
Connecticut amateur trophy. He certainly did great 
work, considering his long illness. 

This being the last tournament of the Western Con- 
necticut Trapshooters’ League, naturally a great deal of 
interest was manifested in the disposition of the League 
trophies. A mighty pretty race between L. C. Wilson, 
of Bridgeport, and E. W. Mumford, of Hartford, during 
the season, for the Parker Bros. trophy, resulted in a win 
for Mr. Wilson, with a score of 836 out of 900 targets, 
E. W. Mumford having only 2 less, 834. S. P. Senior, 
C. W. Van Stone, L. H. Bradley were next in order. 
The Liberty Cartridge trophy was won by S. P. Senior 
with a splendid run of 104, which, by the way, is the 
record amateur long run of Connecticut. 

E. W. Mumford won the trophy given by the Con- 
necticttt Trapshooters’ League for high score in the team 
racing. Mr. Mumford also won the Stevens Arms Co. 
trophy, his score of 467 out of 500 targets. C. Van Stone 
won the Hercules Powder Co.’s trophy after a spirited 
shoot-off with L. H. Bradley and E. G. Southey. 

Special mention should be made of the splendid work 
of the Bridgeport Team No. 1 during the season, having 


won five out of six shoots and averaging nearly 92 per ‘ 


cent. as qa team. We fancy that it would be mighty 
difficult to find a better team anywhere in the country. 
_ This has been the best season the Western Connec- 
ticut Trapshooters’ League has ever had, and the excep- 
tionally fine scores shot by the high guns of this League 
prove that in no part of the country are there more 
crack amateurs. The uniformly high attendance and 
splendid weather show how we have been favored. The 
banner attendance was at Danbury, 131 shooters taking 


part; Bethel with nearly 100 was second; New Haven, 
Bridgeport, Hartford and Long Hill ranging from 75 to 
65 shooters. Considering the number of shooters in at- 
tendance in other parts of the country, Connecticut 
certainly takes first place, and the next season bids fair 
to be fully as successful. 


S W Putnam 
A L Chamberlin...... 
Dr C C Smith......... 140 


OROM AWARDS 


M Hepburn .. 
Dr Bishop ... 
E W Mumford 
H E Burgin.... 
J Williams 
S_P Senior. 
W W Rice.. 
L_ Snow.. 
Metcalf 
H R Sedgwick. 
E G Southey. 
C T Hale... 
C B Cutter ... 
L H Bradley 
R Hollister . 
W Emmons .. 
W Lyon 
R A Steiler 


= 
5 


McFetridge 
W Wolfinger 
Crane 


Gustafson 
Coombs.. 
Brevort ... 
ohnson 


hs og_ Oo 


COSMOS MSO Dw wy 
tn 


nwet 
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North End G. C. 


PittsspurGH, Pa., Sept. 1—G. E. Painter, with a 
score of 45 breaks out of 50, captured first place and a 
silver trophy cup at the Labor day shoot of the North 
End Gun Club, in which a large field of shooters com- 
peted. G. Cochran, with 44 breaks, was second, and A. 
H. King 42, third. The shoot was successful in every 
way. The scores: 


G E Painter 

G Cochran 
H King 

J G Anderson .... 

L A _ Feowble 

G W Baker 

A S Sutton va 

L W Duff Kohlmeyer 

eo Orum 

H E Brooks 

J Scheerer 


Nemours (Ladies) G. C. 


WILMINGTON, Del., Sept. 4.—Yesterday’s shoot was a 
most enjoyable and interesting one. Seventeen women, 
greatly refreshed by their summer vacations, were at 
the traps to shoot for the handicap gun and the gold 
and silver trophies. There were six entries for the Cole- 
man du Pont gun,-and six for the Marlin. The winners 
of these guns will be determined at the end of eight 
shoots. Scores yesterday, 25 targets, including handicaps, 
were as follows: 

Class A. 
Miss M Woodman. 12 25 Mrs M §S Hart 24 
Mrs W A ape ke ee Miss M V Lannan. 11 22 
Mrs O B TS | ee Miss H Hammond.. 8 21 
Miss M V Moody. 9 25 Miss B V Carson.. 10 20 


Class B. 
Miss A Riley 25 Mrs F W Wilson, 14 21 


Class C. : 
Mrs J H Martin... 18 24 Miss M Carr 25 
Mrs E L Riley.... 18 24 

Class D. 
Mrs H_ White Miss M E Bucher. 23 25 


Mrs Stidham Miss C Wyands.... 20 25 


Miss Woodman, Miss Moody, Mrs. Joslyn, Miss 
Riley, Miss Carr, Miss Bucher and Miss Wynands, with 
their handicaps, each made a perfect score. In the shoot- 
off which ioliowed, Miss Wynands won and was priv- 
ileged to wear the Major Ramsay gold medal, until the 
next regular shoot. This gold medal will be in com- 
petition until the last shoot in December, when it will 
be finally awarded. 


Alert G. C. 


PuiturpssurG, N. J.—The Labor Day tournament of 
the Alert Gun Club was attended by thirty-two shooters, 
representing the pick of many towns and cities in this 
section. [he weather conditions were favorable, and 
high scores ruled. Neaf Apgar, of the Peters Cartridge 
Co., was high, missing but 4 targets out of his 150. 
Al. Heil was high amateur with 145, followed by Mr. 
Behm with 144 and Wilson with 143. Ed. Banks, of the 
Hercules Powder Co., was second high professional with 
144. Following are the scores: 


Tilton 

H Peiffer .... Ae Maurer 
C Wright H 
*E W Moorhouse WEY os. 
E Sopers = Phillips 

L_ Englert.... ety © L, Wilson 
W_S Behm... ou B 
Adams ... me *F Lawrence 
A Heil . 
Marburger s *N Apgar 
*Ed Banks ... ; H_ Boengle 
G Stubblebine Dr Brownell . 
H Housman . M Miller 
G W Young.. A B Apgar. 
Markley 7 





ee ie ge 
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Youghiogheny Country Club. 


McKeesport, P&., Sept. 4.—Yesterday’s events at the 
Youghiogheny Country Club will long be remembered by 
not only the membership, but by all visitors as well, for 
a day full of pleasure of the most varied and extensive 
kind. The links were in fine condition, and quite a 
large nummber of players were engaged on them dur- 
ing the day. 

As previously scheduled, a 50-bird shoot was begun 
promptly at 1:45, and by the time the 2 o’clock car 
arrived from McKeesport, more than 50 of the best 
shooters of western Pennsylvania were entered in the 
shoot under the Lewis class system. This event con- 
sumed the time until 4 o’clock, when the renowned Mr. 
and Mrs. Topperwein, the world’s most famous shooters, 
began an hour’s exhibition of marksmanship with shot- 
gun, rifle and revolver. Their reputation was fully sus- 
tained by what they did during the time of their ap- 
pearance before a large and enthusiastic audience, among 
which was a great number of the fair sex in honor of 
one of their own number who has such an enviable 
reputation. 

The skill of this pair of shooters has to be witnessed 
for one to fully realize how adept they are in the use of 
firearms. Many forms of fancy and trick shooting was 
given, including the throwing of all kinds and sorts of 
articles into the air, such as canned to-matoes, apples, 
brickbats, wooden cubes, pieces of money and various 
metallic objects, and when it came to eggs they broke 
them in the air by the half dozen, and no doubt could 
quickly prepare an omelet or a scramble as the case 
might be, in less time than the best short order cook 
in Christendom, The plugging of tin cans with in- 
numerable holes before lighting, and finally an outline 
sketch of an Indian chief’s head on a sheet of tin. 

One of the most remarkable feats performed by Mrs. 
Topperwein was the cutting in two of a card held edge- 
wise by Mr. Topperwein. Mr. and Mrs. Topperwein, 
in addition to their skill with firearms, are a most 
genial couple, and ingratiated themselves into the hearts 
of all present by their pleasant address. 

At the close of this exhibition all the members and 
guests repaired to the club house, where Steward Bost- 
rom had been busily engaged preparing a “corn roast” 
that was held in the open on the lawn opposite the club 
house, where the large number present partook of not 
cenly roast corn but crabs and other delicacies too 
numerous to mention. This was immediately followed 
by one of the most delightful dances in the spacious 
room of the club house, rounding out a day of the most 
exhilarating pleasure which has been the privilege of the 
inembers and their guests to enjoy this season. 

Following are the scores of the 50-bird shoot: 

*Mrs Ad Topperwein. 49 Is .ccccceee 48 
*C F Moore. 48 i ween® An 
Geo Cochran . 

J, W, Napier 

G E_ Painter 

Brooks 

Dr W C Heisey 

F CONOR ec ccsccccose 


W Buck .... 
Dr _ Hodgson 
Ashbaugh E Ord 
McFarland as : -_ ste 
Baker A_C Sword... 
ohlmeyer ... 
WHE ctsccses 


Wapakoneta G. C. 


Wapakoneta, O. Sept. 1—Appended are the scores 
made at the registered tournament here to-day, ten 15- 
target events: 


W F Lambert ........ 140 
W A Miller... cccccccce 131 
Theo Guese 133 
A Ritzler, Jr 
A E Marshall 
*] R Taylor 

T Stevens 


m>mZzans 


S 
Vv 
B 
Cc 
E 


Winkler 
Hill 


ae 


Geo Kistler 

G G Williamson 
J Zint 

A 

Ed B 

C Newmier 

B H Langhorst ‘ A 


7S 


Orleans G. C. 


Organs, Ia., Aug. 29.—Scores of two-day registered 
tournament are given below, 200 targets each day: 


2d 


a 
rice 

or Schuecxlothe ... 

5 Garrett... 16 i 162 

Tolan V _C Anderson.. 176 
Hildebrandt a re Cieon = 

ror -ighter eee 
Burnside 1 G Welsh : eg 
H Huss Guy BurnsipeE, Sec’y. 


FOREST AND STREAM 


PUPON 


(GUARANTEED) 


Winner of the 


1910 
G. A. H. EVENT 


SCORE: 
100 Straight 
From 19 yards 


The World’s Record Score 
for this event 


T The 
Record 
Making 


Powders 


BALLISTITE 


(GUARANTEED) 


Victorious in the 


1913 


WESTERN 
HANDICAP EVENT 


SCORE: 
100 Straight 
From 19 yards 


A Score Never Before Attained 
in this event 





3 
DRAMS 


SCHULTZE 


(GUARANTEED) 


Holds the World’s Record 


FOR 


AMATEUR LONG RUNS 


426 STRAIGHT 


3g DRAMS 


24 
GRAINS 








TT phenomenal performances emphasize 
the superior shooting qualities of DU PONT 
SPORTING POWDERS. 


NSIST on your shells being loaded with DUPONT, 

BALLISTITE or SCHULTZE, thereby being 

assured that the powder embodies the qualities you 
demand of high grade Sporting Powders. 


Made by the World’s Largest Powder Makers 


E. I. du Pont de Nemours Powder Co. 


Established 1802 


Du Pont G. C. 


Witmincton, Del., Sept. 2.—W. S. Colfax, Jr., hung 
it on J. T. Skelly to-day for the Delaware State champion- 
ship at 100 targets. Late returns showed Colfax 94 and 
Skelly 92, and John lost the title. 

In a Class A challenge cup match between A. B. 
Richardson, of Dover, amateur State champion, and J. 
B. McHugh, of this city, holder of the trophy, Rich- 
ardson won. The score was: Richardson, 47; McHugh, 
44. In the Coleman du Pont spoon event, J. H. 
Minnick, in Class A, and S. J. Newman, in Class B, each 
broke 25 straight. The scores follow, 25 targets per man: 


ee eererrrer S C Lloyd 
H H Bush ... ane C E Clark 

E M Ross ... ee C Leedom 

F Turner ee HP 

F D Thatcher 2 A B Richardson 
C W Papperman T W Baker 

C C Gerow T W Mathewson 
W H Neely .... 
R P Willis Dr E Bullock 

S_ Tuchton eas Isaac Turner ......ccces 20 
ae eee -ZH 
JB McHugh LC 


S J Newman 


Lyon 


WILMINGTON, DEL. 


H J Taggart 
H S Crawford 


E 

P M du Pont 
Alexis I, du Pont 
E Clouser 


Coleman du Pont spoon event, 25 targets: Class A— 

x Minnick 25; Class B—S. J. Newman 25; Class 

"—R. S. Wood, 22; Class D—H. J. Taggart 22; Class E— 
. D. Thatcher 12. 


Plymouth G. C. 


Prymoutn, Mass., Sept. 1—Free Manter got away 
with high gun to-day, breaking 82 out of 100 and defeat- 
ing the Cavicchies, the crack shots of Whitman. The 
score: 

At 100 targets—Free Manter 82, E. Cavicchie 81, F. 
Cavicchie 80, W. Caswell 70. 

At 75 targets—A. Bartlett 48, E. Caswell 40, Rich 
Wells 34. PILcriM. 
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PARKER GUNS 
BUILT TO ORDER 


FOREST AND STREAM 


‘THE manufacturers of the “OLD 

RELIABLE” PARKER GUN 
wish to announce that the present is 
a particularly opportune time to 
place orders for guns built to indi- 
vidual requirements, a feature of the 
pee business to which they 

ave paid particular attention. 


Parker Bros. are prepared to supply guns in all gauges frcm 8 to 28 

bore, stocked to suit any purchaser’s requirements, and bored to give 

any distribution of the shot required from cylinder to full choke. 

PARKER GUNS REMAIN UNEXCELLED IN THEIR POWER OF HOLDING TOGETHER 
THE GHOT CHARGES UNDER HIGH VELOCITY AT EXTREME RANGES. 


PARKER BROS. 


. Y. Salesrooms: 32 Warren St. 


“The Gun that Blocks the Sears” 
See how the Safety-bar (No. 4) when 


Meriden, Conn. 


A. W. duBray, Res. Agt., Box 102, San Francisco, Cal. 


Send for our 
cape Catalog 

_ and see whata 
high grade gun 
you can buy for 
a low price. 


Nine 
Grades 


pushed back over the L-shaped ends of the Sears (No. 5) completely blocks them, making 


SEPT. 13, 1913. 


The scores made by the respective shooters were as 
follows, 50 targets per man: 


Watson Ander$on 

Byrd 

B Fishburne ... 

T Fishburne ... 

Payne 

R T Fishburne .. 
Poindexter.. 

W Poindexter .. 


*Professional. 


Westwood G. C. 


_THE weekly shoot on Aug. 31 was poorly attended, 
owing to the intense heat, and those present preferred a 
shady seat to a place on the firming line. Craig and De- 
Wall, two new ones in the clay-bird game, weré the only 
two who had the nerve to shoot at 100, and they made 
very good scores for novices. Ruehlman got 24 in his 
second event, but fell down badly in the others. Carson 
did well in the one event he shot. 

On Labor Day, with the mercury close to 100 de- 
go the club was lucky to muster fourteen shooters. 

Yf these, only three had the courage to brave the heat 
for more than two or three events. Willey shot at 175 
targets, breaking 92 in his last 100, and 157 in all. Ruehl- 
man was next with 80 breaks, and La Boiteaux came 
third with 76. Rybolt shot a little below his average, 
scoring 88 per cent. in two events. The record score for 
the day was made by Ruehlman, who broke 26 straight 
in a three-cornered match, defeating Rybolt, 24, and 
Willey 23. 
Aug. 51, club shoot: 
Shot at. Broke 
35 


Shot at. Broke 

Hammersmith 75 
Nocheek 

61 Ruehlman 


Labor Day scores: 
J Schneider .... 50 
Kuball 


A La Boiteaux. 100 76 P Ruehlman ... 
7 Nocheck 


4h r Blunden 


Siwanoy Ceuntry Club. 


Mr. Vernon, N. Y., Sept. 1—Ten members en- 


a es ee ee Ot eet et eet ee et LL 


se emma Ree a et el el ee 


res. 


joyed the opening shoot of the season and divided five 
prizes among themselves, in advance of the return of 
members on vacation. All ten won points on the 


accidental discharge absolutely impossible. Every Davis Hammerless Gun has the Safety 
that ‘‘Blocks the Sears’’. It is a Safe ‘‘Safety’’. 


N. R. DAVIS @ SONS, itis ix: ASSONET, MASS., U. S. A. 


Established 1853 


Do You Want a History of Aviation—FREE? 


For a limited time we will give free with each year’s subscription to “Flying” at $3.00, a complete set of the 
of February-March, April, May, June, July, August and September. These back numbers constitute an 
absorbing history of the Conquest of the Air, told in a snappy, interesting style by the world’s leading authorities 


While They Last—the 7 Back Numbers and a Year’s Subscription to “FLYING” - - $3 00 
FLYING, 420 West 13th Street, NEW YORK CITY 


Birmingham G. C. 


BirMInGHAM, Ala., Sept. 6.—Thirteen shooters were 
at the weekly shoot of the Birmingham Gun Club. There 
were several showers during the afternoon, and condi- 
tions were very hard owing to the dark clouds in the 
background and the continual sprinkling of rain. 

Several of the shooters did well, considering the con- 
ditions, R. H. Baugh came in_late, but did good work 
with 46 out of 50 shot at. H. C. Ryding is still keeping 
up his good work. 

gues from present indications, the Ensley Gun 
Club tournament on Sept. 17 will be well attended, and 
some good scores will be mad. Reports from suround- 
ing gun clubs indicate that they will be represented by 
their best shooters. 

Scores were made as follows: 


Shot at. Broke 


Shot at. Broke 
L 100 91 W D Matlock... 100 80 


oO 
H C Rydin John Fletcher .. 100 
Bonham ... 3 R H Baugh..... 50 
Mrs Garl .. ; : Langsford 
E M Cornw ‘ 86 Lyde 
Dr Sellers ... 7 Ramsay 
Dick Leland 
PARTICIPANT. 


Hammond G. C. 


Hamwonp, Ind., Sept. 1.—The Hammond Gun Club 
held _its annual registered tournament on its grounds 
at Hammond, Ind., to-day. A small number was in 
attendance—the smallest ever present at any of the 
club’s tournaments, owing to the fact that the Chicago 
Gun Club held a tournament at the same time, thereby 
cutting off the Chicago attendance. 

Shooting conditions were poor on account of a heavy 
wind blowing toward the shooters, affecting the flight 
of targets and blowing the burnt powder into the 


faces of the shooters. But a few good scores were made. 
Jas. Barr, was high professional with 176 out of 180. 
H. Clark was high amateur with 164. The five high 
guns participating in the division of the added money 
were: H. Clark, F. Probert, J. H. Cory, H. A. Collins 
and J. C. Becker. Scores: 

Shot at. Broke 


Shot at. Broke 
180 164 H A Collins 80 8=: 162 

H Green 80 129 Geo Nist 90 79 
F Probert p os Veresch ... 135 
J Cory 8 os Humpfer.... 180 
J_H Cory 180 
*H Vietmeyer . A Burnham.. 180 
Geo Eck M_Wilcockson 180 

V Fenstermaker 180 

oo 105 

ohnson 
A J Korschel . 
Edw Rchde .... 


Reanoke G. C. 


Quite a good crowd of the faithful ones were on 
hand Saturday afternoon, the 6th, considering the fact 
that the State tournament was concluded only a few 
days ago. The next program of imterest to be shot by 
the club will be what is known as the “turkey shoot” 
to be shot on the last Saturday in October, at which 
shoot there will be twenty good live fat turkeys to be 
won. The weekly trophies offered by the club were won 
by the following members: 

Scratch Class: First, Dr. E. C. Watson; second, W. 
S. Jones. 

4 Class A: First, S. H. Holland; second, J. W. Poin- 
exter, 

Class B: First, E. D. Heins; second, H. E. Dyer. 

Class C: First, A. W. Barbour; second, Byrd. 

Stevens Trophy: Dr..E. C. Watson won with a 
perfect score. ° 


wees trophy, with G, A. Wylie leading. The four 
aw te trophies in the 50-target contest were won by 
G. A. Wylie 50, A. M. Dalton 50, H. V. Morgan 48, 
and J. G. Wintjen 48, Dr. R. J. Held captured high 
scratch with 87 out of the century No one qualified for 
the Captain’s trophy with ten straight on miss-and-out, 
although M. R. Guggenheim with a borrowed gun 
made 9. Scores: 


President’s trophy, 50 targets, handicap: 
y 7 49 1 G Wintjen 
48 H V Morgan 
12 47 M R Guggenheim... 
46 A W Wallander 
4 4 J G Burton 


50 targets, handicap: 
50 Co-Ed. AUER coneieces 
50 W M Wylie 
H V Morgan 48 M R Guggenheim... 
J G Wintjen........ 9 48 A W_Wallander 
Dr R J Held 45 J G Burton 


One hundred targets, scratch: 
Dr R Held 87 M R Guggenheim 
GA 2 ee W M Wylhi 
G L Yates HV 
A M Dalton A W 
J G Wintjen 


Ogdensburg Shooting Association. 


OcpenssurG, N. Y., Sept. 1.—B. Beattie was high 
gun for the third successive year. H. H. Stevens and 
Geo, R. Zinn were in charge of the office. The scores, 
150 targets per man: 


*H H Stevens C A Lewis 
*S Glover sxe SB E C Davidson 
B Beattie .... Fred _ Frateschi 
J J Hamm. Geo Mason .. 
N Rattray .... J B Harkin . 
Capt J C Howland 
John H Evans ... 
C W Hobbie . 
W_R Patrick 

John N Cunningha 
W E Corfield i 
O E Carpenter . 
W_ Cameron 

J Hunter Jr 

W E Lrtle ... 

W J Corb 

E Whalen 

Sid Griffith 

H S Fuller 

T J Turner 

Paul A La Roux 


Ellsworth . 
* Thompson . 
B_ Geddes 
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Baffalo Audubon Club. 


BurFazo, N. Y., Sept. 6.—Some spirited —- took 
place at the regular shoot of the ak: there being nine- 
teen men to face the traps. Kelsey was high gun with 
110 out of the 125 shot at. When it is taken into con- 
sideration that all events are handicap events, it will be 
seen that some excellent scores were made. Mr. Ebberts 
was high in the Marlin gun event, with 23 out of 25 at 
19yds. Ideal weather conditions prevailed, but a very 
faust target was thrown. Scores: 


Targets: 20 20 20 2 WO 2% 
Sant. ccuwonts tiled s tie nace decagnrn 17 15 16 16 «17 21 
WOGGUEI oie wa be Kot eric dcsiswac veins cade 15 19 19 14 16 17 
Sia asine son 05h.ccssesdasaneognus 20 18 17 19 16 .. 
Kelsey ...... ooo a ae a a 
TMackmer .... 18 16 18 13 19 
Immel ....... 18 16 17 15 18 






Eberhardt ..... 
Ebberts ......-. 
Cranston ....... 
Black ccocccccce 
Covert sccccceee — 
Rogers occceees -- 16 19 17 18 14 
Ward ccccee oy 

Hassam .... 
Singer ..... 
Jerauld 


Symms .... . we 18 il 
Barga idadecct Waheed camegenteeent we EH .. 
MuCHON nnd osideshue sy dc dddaweaaies wes ao ae a” se "i 





Elm Leaf G. C. 


ReapinG, Pa., Sept. 1.—Following are the scores 
_ ide at the registered tournament of the Elm _ Leaf 
Gun Club. E. Reed was high gun with 137 out of 150: 


Wm Eek ....ccceceeees 1% «= C.-:« Swisher .......:.... 120 
b OEE ed tawdecucecesss 137 G F Seeling........... 129 
O Murtorf ........... 114 i |... ee 111 
C FB Fis vcicccnntes 113 E PMGOURE oi. ckc.cccee 119 
W W Bowman........ 110 EE his facdarsesed 119 
W Si oh cccecces 99 SM MMOD dic cccccous 119 
a err 99 ae 108 
EB BU riccyseceresve 108 WE eivesnccesedces 112 
Aug Richards ......... 73 AA Tousen kad beehive c 130 
H W Sprecker......... 129 CRAG SOMO covsccecces 115 








Rifle Shooting 


National Rifle Meet. 


Continued from page 317. 
AUGUST 23. 


PRESIDENTS MATCH. 


The President’s match was won in 1908 by Sergt. -A. 
Brest, 15th U. S. Inf.; in 1909 by Midshipman A. D. 
Denney, uo. & Navy; in 1910 by Sergt. Lay A. Fragner, 
U. S. Marine Corps; in 1911 by Corp. C. Lloyd, U. 
S. Marine Corps; in 1912 by Corp. C. B Long, 5th 
Massachusetts Infantry. 

The winner is awarded a gold medal, emblematic of 
the Individual Military Championship "of the United 
States, an autograph letter from the President of the 
United States, and cash. The second man is awarded a 
silver medal and cash; third a bronze medal and cash. 

The Marine Corps cup, resented by the 1910 U. S. 
Marine Corps Rifle team to the U. S. Cavalryman mak- 
ing the highest score in the President’s match, is also 
awarded the winner. There were 589 entries this year. 

The match consists of skirmish firing, and firing at 
200 (surprise), 600 and 1000yds.: 


Capt. We ee Cie Pe UR, Gat ss cscs ecco seks 266 
Sergt C B Long, 5th Mass.............. 2 

G W Chesley, Win. R, and G. Club. 
Capt. N G Seeley, ist Ariz.. 
Capt. A J Macnab, U. S. In 
Capt. J K Edmundson, Cav. 
1 W Hessian, N. R. A....... 
Lnsign W A Lee, U. S. Navy.. 
Prt. Ee Crossman, 7th California 






















Ist Sergt. W S Hale, 3d Batt., Georgia. 254 
Ming 3D ‘Riding Se <. aie .-. 254 
Ist Lieut. O F Snyder, U. S. Inf...... a 
2d Lieut, C M McMurray, UW. S. tat.. “ae 
Son 2 Se” >. ery sine 
Musician J B Gay, 3d Wis........ ia, Sa 
LictttG eo We, Svc ccnse cécticcencceesect 253 
Ist Seu FA Pe, Fe WE icc ccecccttivccvecses 262 
1st Lieut. J G Westerman, 1st Missouri.............. 252 
Sergt.-Major J F eT oh ee. 252 
Ne i Gl Ue Ot ee 262 
Pvt. C H Martin, MY ME ie hc as cates, ches 252 
Cane -2e We cee a, A ii cc cw cccccksteacsiee 262 
Sergt, RS Newbold, Znges. PR.........00ccccccoeces 251 
Capt. G. H, Emerson, BE cd tGes so cedcavncaneee 261 
Lieut, C T Osburn, U.S. Navy..........-ccscccseces 261 
Ist Elent Go Wi Oe Uh Se Eilhiessicexeccscscacensca 250 
Sergt R A Pressley, U. MEA te cakonilews oben adbateis 250 
Capt. H. C. Earnshaw, a Mai dokets dca ene ducsane 250 
S.F. 16 Cl. A Bastender, U.S. Navy... .....cecseces 250 
Q.M. Sergt. B Mooney, CG A CRON ca 5 cccnnuen 250 
Capt, 2o> ie Meee ee Es ccdecaapicseccestecucccene 250 
Ist Edge A Ge Beebe, 208 8. iii ccsdenccccccecees 250 
Lieut, i ee en aco ohcendesnuvemnee 250 
Corp, We See, NO Bile, lke cc ce seccioscocts 250 
Capt. ‘Gi i ane, SP ENO Se coy cassis cccteecasesense 249 
‘a 2 Ee ee er ee 249 
Pvt. J S Stewart, I. C. C. om. Da ichipaTaRWE Cacao 249 
= Lieut. L W T Waller, U.S. M. C...........0000. 249 


.T.C. E D Myrick, U. S. Navy bi sadacseavaawec sate 249 








FOREST AND STREAM 


A REAL GUN 





L. C. Smith New Designs With Hunter One Trigger 


Above Illustration is TRAP Grade. $55 net HUNTER ARMS Co. 


Price with Two Triggers........-ssesesccscseeeeevecs 


wae ———_, ge, Bienen tageos — ‘S38 $66 net MAKERS 
it utomatic Ejector an ‘unter One rigger. net 
Write for New Catalogue of New Designs. Exices, $25 $25 to $1,000 net. 776 Hubbard St., FULTON, N. Y. 





Walsrode and Wolf 


DENSE 


Powders 
ARE THE BEST 


Machine Loaded Shells ANY LOAD Are Furnished by 


Union Metallic Cartridge Co. Winchester Repeating Arms Co. 
United States Cartridge Co. Peters Cartridge Co. 


SOLE U. S. AGENTS 


Schoverling Daly & Gales 


302-304 BROADWAY, Cor. Duane St. NEW YORK CITY 



















1st Lieut. R E Blount, Cav. Sqdn, Tex.............- 2: > See SS Sia. Bie Pte cn incsccscecdavicencczt 
Seaman L H Spooner, N. Mil. Ore.............-.++- 249 ~Sergt W 5 | a er ge eer 
Pvt W R Cuiey, Te PU a iccrecteecectsdcexes 49 = Ast Lieut. J J O’ Hara, a Ties 
Set Lieut. F Fimcel, Gd Tow.c.ccccceccccscccccccscss 049 Color Sergt. L B Jarrett, ee 
Capt. S W Wise, Oo. hs et arcs aceccs cae cones 248 Prvt. H W Smith, 2d Wash.............. 
Cook C M McCutcheon, 1st Cav. Colo.. « SBS Peek Clouster, Dee Gtideatenss ven 
Pvt, A H Hardy, Ist Cav. Colo.......... 248 2d Lieut. A E Shiells, 1st -" Caweow saxo en 
Pet. & L. Cloke OU. Gi BM. Gaccccscccses- 248 Corp. J M Thomas, 2 9 ee eee 
Sergt. M O Arrington, 16th U. S. Inf.. .. 248 Corp. Ey Blayde, U. S. =. Be nals ees eo tewkaeee ie 
Sergt C R Robirison, 15th U. S. Cav............ -- 2B ist Sempt. W G Chase, Ist Cav. Colo.....4........... 
1st Lieut. T Brown, 1st District of —-- .. 248 Ist Lieut. R W Holderness, a Rae 
1st Sergt. W H Durchdenwald, 53d Iowa........ oo: ee I OE, we, Ble, Une cdiakenscncicunedenent 
1st Sergt, A L Woodworth, 2d Mass......... .. 248 Sergt B R Otey, 3d Wyo 
2d Lieut. R Sears, U. S. Inf.......... -- 48 Color Serge: BY Maik, 2d Wis........... 0... cccccess 
Corp. C S Garner, Jr., 5th Md........... a oe ee ee BC errr rr 
Q.M. Sergt. S Pearson, C. A. a Jas ee Se rrr errr re 
Capt. M Mumma, U. . Cav. oe. 4k Deets VR Beth, Ue Ss Gleeson eecene 
Sergt. J R Crown, ist U. Cav.. SH «Gd Lieut FR Daentele, 20 Blass... 60002 ci cccccccccene 
Serge. ¥ Taylor, QCA %. Ore... a «Capt. A E Clark s., CO. Dept. Mimm..:.....2.cccce 
, Sergt. J = Spraker, 5th Mass... ag Capt. Ww ney ee eee st 
AH D Dahtene, O. Dept. Colle...........2ses00- 247 an. M. SC aa 1st Minn 
Co! c Serat, SA Re, Ge Ba eh ies dccdsccccecess AT =—Ss Maj. P A Wolf, U. 7 L 
Ist Ser: Feiss, 3 . 7. ES ar 247 Sergt. W Constant, ta i iisc a taccanecete cde 
Sergt. Wasa t UR. Mas ORM Gk rience insects Sacteos -247 ae e CA Romeyn, Gos age bo vaca caneceseeaxenous 
1st Sergt. 5 A ae W. MeL acacws west vaweas 247_—séB. PM. FW K Mielke, Ist U.S. N......0...cce0cses 
Sergt. F Pearson, Be A OIL ae cnagecnets 247 Sergt. R K Conant, £Gs-€, a bras. cic an ceaee ue oanre 
1st Sergt. F R McFayden, ist D. C..................-. 246 Maj E P Grindstead, 1st Ariz..............2c0c0s0s00s 
Sergt. TE Weseeet, DE WU, VOi i cavctincvececc ve scecces SS. ast Diet: W DD Seulth, Ga Bi LC .... ccciscnecctncgs 
ist Sergt. C Haggerty, 12th U. S. Cav.............-- 24 ist Lieut. W L Stryker, Ist Kams................... 
2d tie. TE A TR, Fe CUR hc ccncneccwectcceecin 246 Sergt. C R Nordstrom, U. *) ESCs. ois csapnesgeeme 
Corp. E B F -. U; : BR Mireeeeuhie bard ncsetstsas 8 Corp. E E Greanlaw, U.S. M. C..... 0000... cece 
Cc. M. WME dendetessocscvsctee 246 Corp J E Snow, SS. Ms A ass he actee ee 
1st Lieut. E L ie Bothy CP We Wasa oo se cc. 38 246 
Gapt. C G Del, Bd Tetei nn. cescscccccccscccccecn cues 24606=C«aRR. OD. M. Sergt. W A_ Meyer, 53d Towa............. 
Ist. Rites, Si Tater, OU. Sa Bibi. secs. ccc c ccc caeces OT ee ee Se ere reer 
Vasion MS Brow, U.S. Matis. cccccis iss. ccscces 245 2d Lieut. J C Berry, Na Wevacncsp acest cccteesrees 
Sergt. H B Come, iy i atin s oe ec ceelcst on ones 245 Sergt. J Ochoa, a SBS ion sco hacs cncceeawebs 
ist Lieut. A B Drum, U; . RES i eaten Sade ig 245 Corp. F Leuders, os de 
Seok: > Garey Ue Se Be Be encode ce. a ci caws 245 Corp. T E Vereer, 14th WE hs i Sees 
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Massachusetts . . 2545 Mississippi ......+-+++ 2326 
TEXAS ceccecesee . 2042 Connecticut - 2320 
Washington ..... .-- 25388 Tennessee . . 2310 
West Virginia ........ 2532 Vermont ... 2307 
Indiana ......+++- «2 2629 Oklahoma ....... - 2289 
Florida ......- -- 2508 North Carolina ....... 2236 
Illinois ......+. eee 2001 Kentucky .....seeeee++ 22382 
New Jersey ........... 2497 South Carolina ....... 2222 
Utah ccccccccees coe 2493 VIE: : scevecsccscs oo 219% 
Michigan ........+.+0+ 2465 


Winners.—Class A: U. S. Cavalry first; U. S. Navy 
second; Oregon, third; U. S. Marine Corps fourth. 


Class B: Alabama, first; Texas, second; Indiana, 
third; Florida, fourth. 
Class C: Utah, first; Rhode Island, second; Montana, 


third; Wyoming, fourth. 


NATIONAL REVOLVER MATCH. 


Aggregate of slow, timed, and rapid fire; money and 

medal prizes; 153 entries. Winning scores: 
J H Snook, Columbus Revolver Club..........- 
CB Cie tie ee ig ice cccceccodiccccccess 
Cook C M McCutchen, Troop B, Cav., Colorado...... 
Capt. A J Macnab, 14th U. S. Infantry.............. 
Cook A Smith, Troop B, Cav., Colo............seeee 
Ist Lieut. J D’ Burnett, i7th U.S. Inf....0.00...... 
Sergt. W Brown, Troop G, 1st U. S. Cav........... 
Ord, Sergt. H L Black, U. S. Army.........-.eeeeee 
Ist Lieut. V R Bell, 1st U. S. Cavalry.............4+ 
C.T.C. Tee BE Meee 0, So Bie cccccicccncseccscs 
2d Lieut. W B Loughborough, 3d Inf................ 
Ensign A D Denney, U. S. Navy.........-cccscccecee 
Capt, W E Dewey, Illinois......ccccccessccececsesccece 355 
Sergt. G C Olcott, 1st Inf., Missouri................ . 354 
E G Reising, National Rifle Association............. 353 
ist Liens: W C Short, 16Gh UO. BS Enh... ..-6.cccccses 352 
9d Lieut. H L Taylor, 2ist U. S. Inf...... cece OOO 
Sergt. W H Spencer, Ist Inf., Missouri .. ake 
Capt. M C Mumma, 14th U. S. Inf.............00000. 348 
Eduardo A Fernandez, PPO icc citicsinceccccccecs Oe 

Special: prizes were awarded as follows: 

For highest aggregate in slow fire: Lieut. H. L. 
Ta 21st U. S. Inf., score 70; a gold medal and $10 
cash. 

For highest aggregate in timed fire: J. H. Snook, 
— Revolver Club; score 170; a gold medal and 

2 cash, 

For _- aggregate in rapid fire: Cook C. M. Mc- 
Cutchen, Troop B, Cav., Colo, score 177; a gold medal 
and $15 cash. 

This match was won in 1911 by E. D. Myrick, Ch. 
T. C., U. S. Navy, with a score of 416, 


AUGUST 30. 


THE UNITED SERVICE MATCH. 


At 200yds. surprise, 600yds., 1000yds. and skirmish 
firing. Scores: 
United States Army (Infantry and Cavalry). 













Capt. C A Romeyn, 2d Cavalry..............0000 185 
Corp J M Thomas, Troop G, 3d Cavalry......... 229 
Ist Lieut. J J O’Hara, Ist Cavalry............005 207 
Sergt. E E Sampson, Troop A, 3d Cavalry....... 22 
2d Lieut. B G Chynoweth, Engineers........... 207 
Sergt C R Robinson, Troop A, 15th Cav......... 232 
Sergt H S Nettleton, Troop A, 15th Cav......... 215 
Sergt J H Crown, Troop Hr. Be GG caixexcacens 195 
Ist Zdeut. J A Pesetod, Tih: Cav... cccsuscceas 236 
Sergt A Feiss, Troop M, 3d Cav.............0000- 222 
Sergt, A. Kimberling, M.G.P., 29th Inf.......... 224 
Ist Lieut. A M Pardee, 20th Inf......... 239 
Capt W peeer, 6th Infantry.... 220 
Corp E J Wells, Co. C, 3nd Inf coe 2a8 
Capt; JE 5 Dee St BO ook snccecssscaccasetes 233 
2d Lieut. C M McMurray, 17th Inf............... 225 
lst Lieut. O F Snyder, I7th Inf.............cccce 230 
Seret G Combe, Co. Ki, SUG Imkisccccccccscicccsse 227 
Ist Lieut. H Hawley, Sth Inf........ccccccscsccce - 226 
1st Sergt. H. Wollam, Co. K, 6th Inf............. 199—4404 


Team captain, Capt. 
team coach, Capt. Wm. 
team adjutant, Lieut. D. 


Robert H. Allen, 29th Inf.; 
H. Clopton, Jr., 13th Cav.; 
G. Richart, 10th Cav. 


United States Marine Corps. 





Lieut L W T Waller, Dscds cbdencres nese beteeeeee 202 
eR arr. 208 
SOUT Ee MEN dcsicsucecenes ats sdcnargkoades es 22 
PVE A NIM. aid Scan vadwann tera dewadeadeaeste 226 
SOE Ae NIM 5.05 oc cecsvsnssccanesdcanceesia 234 
COME Br EM ehes veh iussa ecasacaessvcaciensaase 233 
COMBI TION C505 ses abode venticnoncsdetc cen’ 238 
SOU We MINS cocec vn cydiuic'sinnacanveckicecsan 228 
NE Me cccesvasoitntasesenesbacneswode 205 
OR ME aucivinnis ine csacutssécesnceacesk ceed 211 
CORMAE, SUP TMMMES cae dhdvecsscccrocepeenacncdcwa 199 
PVE We NE Cerin ts aces vieshaviseccdacastweniets 220 
CORRE Ore MING wns Cucciscs scsvcceesacaavens 218 
ORE Be CNET rc casensccbeecteadacadseceeseds 22 
SCS it Eh NNN 06 's.5:0 cere saeciwbeatvarakes 226 
BORE ie Se ER ra ocescuvicaerasvccceucatas 227 
LiQG, Oe Be es vavcas aces sss savesasdesbedadesy 207 
ne ee SO eae oo. 220 
Pvt. BE Clark... coe one 
CORN eR INN CA ds ine kiccensed asacccuatenonen 237—4399 


Team captain, Capt. D. C. McDougal; team coach, 





Lieut. W. Smith; team adjutant, Lieut.-Col. J. J. 
Dooley. 

— United States Navy. 

Ea Wi AA TAR esesccscssaccicscsesctccdusvasela 2 
Ey Me ey Rae ca scedn casi caoaucesncceee 
CR MT Oe MEMO eb sk dn cent ss Nevnuddeecaoas 222 
Ce ee ee passa csavcdhacersndincnes¥e 
Lieut. W_D Brereton..... wale 
Seaman E A Hartung 

Ts) We ls IN ease vides ccchvacsccenescaae 207 
LAG Me Te MN sc cbes co ccd tates cecveenneké 
Ligh Ee eR x ivcnonssvccvlusdavnesseuvesees . 197 
A OR eit DN irish cece tesveseceactetteudete 207 
EEE MMEMR cL acinns s+ akedsnadcteugsenceceens 219 
Be ee MINS, oe necdalevekacosenacacast - 287 
1 CU ie INS 6 0a Sanna 1025 a Maison asadaen - 220 
Fa Be MNES 5. cvs coaackeusassahdcensee - 224 


TS GO BIDE Sino a tee cdecscacisecdnccdsteedes 243 
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SE. BE acc ccs cv ccecyeasttenconcsecise 219 
PE HP MIG Soa cick do ecodécdvadecscutscyee 195 
EM NS ve dacyaes cia temmeinks ocdeveustaa 217 
NU Ee neds dics cescciotovivdenese cece 225 
BE Ee EME - icniinsensnucacdusdmbedes Ho4se% 224—4358 


Team captain, Lieut. I. F. Dortch; team coach, P.A. 


Surgeon, Wm. McDonell; team adjutant, Ensign 
Melville S. Brown. 
National Guard. 

1st Sergt. H Wolford, C.A.R., Oregon....... 191 
1st Sergt. O R Romaine, 3d. Inf., Oregon....... 209 
I. H Spooner, Naval Sitid;; Ore@OR.....scecce 225 
1st Lieut. F Fincel, 53d Inf., Iowa........... 227 
2d Lieut. D A Preussner, 538d Ind., Iowa....... 212 
2d Lieut. os Schmidt, Ist Inf., D. C..........6 205 
Capt. F W Hel, Ore. Dept, De Ga. .......6020 211 
Capt. R. Alderman, S. A. Dept., D. C......... 231 
ist Sergt. J McKee, 1st Inf., Ariz...............0 212 
Capt. A Dahlene, Ord. Dept., Colo............. 217 
Ist Sergt W_G Chase. Ist Cav., Colo............ 23 
Cook C M McCutchen. Ist Cav., Colo.......... 217 
Cook A. Smith, ist Cav.) Colo... .cccccccscccccce 215 
Ist Lient. R E Blount, Cav., Texas............ 219 
1st Sergt W O Goodwin, 3d Inf., Ind........... 228 
Ist Sergt. J B Garland, 3d Inf., Ind............ 216 


FOR AUT 


ALL OUTDOORS is an entirely NEW TYPE of 
outdoor magazine. Facts with the extra words 
squeezed out. Stories that are kernels—the 
husks discarded. Useful suggestions in simple 
language. Each number adapted to its special 
season. Large pages, many illustrations. Plate 
paper. Your newsdealer can supply you while 
edition lasts. Or better, use coupon for Autumn, 
Winter, Spring and Summer numbers. 


Capt. G Van Auken, 3d Inf., Ind..... 
Major A Kemp, 74th Inf., New York... 
Ist Lieut. C M Easley, 2d Inf., Texas ig 
1st Sergt W R Browne, 5th Inf., Ga............ 





Team captain, Col. S, W. Brookhart, N. G. Iowa; 
team coach, Major J. O. Seamans, 2d Sqdn. Cav., Ga.; 
team adjutant, Capt. J. O. Johnson, C. A. R., Oregon. 

The winning team is awarded the United Service 
i the members and officers of each team receiving 


medals 


Won in 1911 by a team representing the United 


States Navy. 


TRYOUT FOR PALMA TEAM. 


Final results at 200, 900 and 1000 yards: 
1st — a Dor 






G W Chesley, Connecticut.............. 21 

Pvt J S Stewart, lst Corps Cadets, Mass.217 218 
2d Lieut. F R Daniels, 2d Inf., Mass...216 217 
Capt. K K V Casey, 2d Pa............ 215 218 
Lieut.-Col, C B Winder, Ohio... -. 219 214 
1st Lieut. L W T Waller, Jr., U.S.M.C 215 216 
Capt. E W Eddy, Ohio........... . 214 217 
2d Lieut. R Sears, Ist U. S. Inf. 212 218 
Sergt. J T Lawless, 5th Inf. Mass..... 210 220 


UMN 1913 


e-P-s5 
; ye. 


be > 


we 
»- 


There is something 
of value here for 
every person who 
goes out of doors 
this Fall. And many 
exciting stories of 
adventure. © 


Over two hundred 
articles in plain 
language. Pictures 
to match. 


Complete game 
and fish law infor- 
mation. 


A new magazine 
with a reason. 


145 West 36th St., New York 





COUPON 
W. A. Miles, Pub. ALL OUTDOORS, 145 W. 36th St., New York 


I enclose 50 cents in payment for the next year of ALL 
OUTDOORS, including the Autumn, Winter, Spring 
and Summer numbers. 


RAMEE i v's ic cediesvces sescgutas éénuee sence 


TL 


SSh5R8888 
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‘The Sportsman Tourist. 
Nova Scotia. 





Hunt for Moose Where Moose Abound. 


They are steadily increasing in 


NOVA SCOTIA. 


Kedgemakooge lies in the heart of a vast territory 
untouched by forest fires, with modern Club House 


open to non-members, and easily accessible by 
automobile. This section is full of moose and other 
large game, and experienced guides with complete 
equipment can be had at the Club House. Write 
. W. THOMPSON, Mgr., New Grafton, Nova Scotia, 
or illustrated book or reservations. 


Bring the family and come to KEDGEMAKOOGE. 


New Brunswick. 









BIG GAME IN NORTHERN NEW BRUNSWICK 


Sportsmen, send for our free illustrated booklet, 
which fully describes our six hunting camps for 
moose, caribou, bear and deer in northern New 
Brunswick. Imhoff Brothers’ Hunting Camps, 
Imhoff, Gloucester County, N. B., Canada. 








New York. 


COSSAYUNA, N. Y. 
John Liddle, Prop. 


THE OAKS, 


The Best Black Bass Fishing in New York State, on 
COSSAYUNA LAKE, 


with trout streams practically virgin. A charming 
spot to take your family for the’ summer. Con- 
venient and inexpensive for week ends. June 24, 
7%lb. Oswego bass was caught here. June 5, 4%Ib. 
brown trout was taken from one of our streams. 
Map and booklet sent on application. Editor of 
Forest and Stream has fished here—ask him. 


Virginia. 


MODERN HOTEL #27225." 

— $3.00 with Bath — 
Cottages, rent or sale on fishing grounds. Guides 
and power boat, 1 man, $3; 2 men, $4 day. Channel 
Send for book- 
Eastern 


Bass, Kings, Trout, Hogfish galore. 
let. A. Ht. y 


G. MEARS, 
Shore, Virginia. 


Wachapreague, 





Property for Sale. 


READ THIS 
Chance of a Lifetime 


One of the best trout hatcheries in the United States, with 
sufficient property and excellent facilities for sportsman’s 
club. Located on Great South Bay, 72 miles from New 
York City. 23 acres, 15 of which are timber. 8-room house 
with electric lights, barn and large feed house. 5 minutes’ 
walk from station. 30 ponds on property fed by pure 
springs. Has 150,000 trout on hand. Owner guarantees:to 
raise 1%-lb. trout in 2 years at 12 cents per pound. One 
lake adjoining can be bought or leased. 3 more within 3 
miles. Good quail, partridge and rabbit shooting on prop- 
erty. Fine duck shooting at the back door, Not one club 
on Long Island has facilities for raising fish so safely and 
cheaply. fFrosperous business and_ assured market tor 
breeders. Owner wishes to retire. For price and particu- 
lars address JOHN RACKOW, Crystal Spring Hatchery, 
Eastport, New York. 


FOR SALE 








lf interested in Quail shooting, write to me for descrip- 
tion of a ten-thousand acre tract, on the main line of 
A. C, L. R. R., between New York and Jacksonville. 
Best in the South to-day. It is a bargain to a quick buyer. 


W. C. CLAIBORNE, Kingstree, S. C. 























Capt. G H Emerson, Ohio............. 211 218 429 
Capt C G Duff, Texas........ ac owepee ae 219 427 
1st Sergt. J H Wolford, C.A.R., Ore.. 220 427 
Major P A Wolf, U. S. Inf............. 215 425 

Possible score per man, 450. Capt. E. W. Eddy 


withdrew and accepted a place on the Free Rifle Team, 
on which he had won first place. 


TRYOUT FOR UNITED STATES REVOLVER TEAM. 
Final Results. 


C M. McCutchen, Coloendesciccccicciscccasccvccecscs 494 

Oe Se, TE. 2 0 ncngcucanbadinehbaagetksceeeandase 486 
PSE PEO TORK, cvs ncavasccanesnee cwousedmaness 482 

PE, TIO Te one cowkagecsu gases sex shiedenees 480 
N B Loughborough, U. S, Infantry...............++. 477 
EE TORO GEE, TOW WORE ccadcccccesscnbdepconccesossqec 468 
WE ONE, Eos Ce SUED sc wks oceverscdccopcencentes 467 
A J Macnab, U. S. Infantry............0.sscsescoeces 464 
P J Dolfen, Massachusetts..........cccecccsccscsseecs 456 
BE EE ewe h, BERGER is cai s 5 svn 85 ccsencors tances 454 

AUGUST 31. : 


The following men have been selected to represent 
the United States in the individual match with the army 
rifle, shooting standing, kneeling and prone: 


Seret. 2 Fl: eGR, DERNG voce oc cectnnccecsvessvieacepaune 251 
east de N,N VR, sakes core cciccnncseccvevesennes 239 
Sergt. G C Coombs, U: S. Int... 2.2... cccccesecseces 232 
Bieut:-C -T Osburm, U.S. Navy.....cc.cccccsscccvee 231 
John W. Hessian, NS RAO. « catisacetaseuteed 229 
ee ee eee er 
Seat. Oy Seipiver, 0. Sis Css siw car divosccamagee mae 
Re LD IN MII aici iccccckinn cess cuvevescsbenes 226 
Tizeut: RR. Farboe, ORIGNOME.. «5.5 0000550.0s05secccasm ee 
Se ee OR ee ere rn rery remy 22) 
Reet, Fe, MY OID g oa cs ek anv en neneis'a odes ses eWaneeds 223 
Ldeut. O F Snyder, UU. S.0 Gnb. a. ono. esc cisccccvcceveses 2% 
1st Sergt. J B Garland, Indiana....................... 221 





Fort Pitt Rifle Club. 


PittssurGH, Pa., Sept. 6.—Members of the Fort Pitt 
Rifle Club tried their hands at the 200yds. rapid fire 
match yesterday under pe shooting conditions. The 
match was captured by T. C. Beal, who scored 45 points 
out of 50, a remarkably good total. He found the black 
five times in his first string, making a perfect start. 
The two first on his second string were also bullseyes, 
but his last three were in the white. 

Dr. E, A. Waugaman scored 42 points, taking second 
place, and G. A. Snyder scored 41. The scores: 

Rapid fire match: 


Ot SEL cia besas cues 45 oe eee 33 
Dr E A Waugaman ... 42 ae ee 32 
GCG A, Sage? cccccccvce 41 BE Be Bcthure: o<.cccascs 29 
Dr R_V Swanton .... 40 Dr D A Atkinson...... 28 
a EE neces vesetae 38 ee Ee Secs acs ed 18 
J. McGlashan ......... 34 Be SEWMEONE. hss sccneine 10 
BG OND. p Sin vnasace 34 
At 1000yds.: 
Dr E A Waugaman ... 42 Dr R V Swanton....... 35 
At 500yds.: 
BT ee vec ccccsce 49 Dr D A Atkinson .... 46 
Charies Leacy .......0. 48 ES rere 43 
ee ax pcr cccensncs 47 EE PROSE: ove vesccas 41 
At 300yds.: 
BD Ae OA? i sds eserves 43 Te Bee. Sisccwsesccane 44 
eS a cn donsave 47 Fs NE oases éiteees 43 
BS SE Sidsceece 47 ie RE oc ssccenee 43 
eg OS eeaere 45 mm ES Asters ... csc 42 
At 200yds.: 
ae Ae SO ndinwnséek one 4> Dr D A Atkinson .... 41 
Se  cascekccauners 42 Bae VETERE ncn ccsscces 40 
Mm. CU Beet. .ssccnces 41 


FISHING WITHIN CITY LMITS. 
Continued from page 339. 

and tore them with the line; he shoved his pug- 
nacious nose beneath the tussocks, and then out 
into the clear he sprang in one mad final plunge. 
But the rod was too much for him and slowly 
in he came, battling and defiant to the end. I 
slipped the net under him and he was mine, the 
gold and silver treasure, scintillating in the sun- 
light. Only a little ten-inch trout, but, oh! so 
beautiful; the incomparable queen of our 
streams, so quick, so fine, so unknowable. 

The tiny blue line had caught just in the 
edge of his under lip, and as he flopped about 
in the net it dropped out. And now, gentle 
reader, the tragedy of this episode draws near. 
For some inexplicable reason I failed to follow 
my hitherto invariable rule of instantly killing 
my fish, a custom all humane and loyal anglers 
should observe. Probably my awkward position 
was responsible for the omission, but it cost me 
dearly. My basket was in the grass by the dead 
trees, where I had dropped it while eating, far 
beyond reach, and there I stood immovable, one 
hand holding the rod, the other the net with 
the fish, The mire had stalled me, fair and fast, 


Kennel. 


Spratt’s Patent 


Manufacture specially prepared foods for 





DOGS PUPPIES 
CATS PET STOCK 
GAME BIRDS 
FISH ETC. 


Send 2c stamp for ‘‘ Dog Culture’’ 
which contains valuable information. 


“Poultry Culture’ sent on_ receipt of 10c. 
“Pheasant Culture” 25c. ‘‘Cat Culture’’ 10c. 


SPRATT’S PATENT LIMITED 
Factory and Chief Offices at NEWARK, N. J. 


Book on Dog Diseases 


AND HOW TO FEED. 
Mailed FREE to amy address by the author. 


H. CLAY GLOVER, D.V.S. 


118 W. 3ist Street NEW YORK 
DOGS FOR SALE. 


Do you want to buy a dog or pup of = kind? If so, 
send for list and prices of all varieties. Always on hand. 
OXFORD KENNELS, 

35 North Ninth St., Philadelphia, Pa. 


AIREDALE TERRIERS 


The Ideal Sportsman’s Dog for game hunting of any 
kind. We have puppies for sale from $25 each, bred 
from the greatest English and American bred specimens. 
Also brood bitches in whelp. Champion Red Raven at 
stud, fee $25. Two successive years winner for best 
Airedale at Madison Square Garden, New York. 


ELMHURST FARM KENNELS 
6900 Jackson Avenue, Kansas City, Mo. 


FOR SALE. 


Champion Lake Dell Damsel and Endcliffe Briarwood 
(English name, Fountain Ranger), both winners and 
world beaters. Address DR. L. C. TONEY, 204 Currier 
Block, Los Angeles, Cal. 

















FOR SALE-IRISH SETTERS 


Pups eight weeks old. Ben Low Strain. 
MICHAEL J. TOOMEY, Berwicks House, Rutland, Vt. 


IMPORTED NORWEGIAN BEARHOUNDS, Irish Wolf- 
hounds. English Bloodhounds, American Foxhounds, 
Deer, Wolf and Cat Hounds. Illustrated catalogue for 
6c. stamp. ROOKWOOD KENNELS, Lexington, Ky. 








WANTED—A well-bred English Bulldog, good watch- 
deg, congenial companion, house broken, registered. 
Write full particulars with price to 

LOUIS C. NEWHALL, Yarmouthport, Mass. 





WANTED—Pointers and setters to train; game plenty. 
Also two broken on for sale. 
H. H. SMITH, O. K. Kennels, Marydel, Md. 





Trained Beagles, Rabbit Hounds. Fox Hounds broke 
on rabbits and fox. Coon, Opossum, and k 
Hounds; Setters, Pointers.. Several hundred ferrets. 
Guinea Pigs. RROWN KENNELS, York, Pa. 


AMERICAN KENNEL CLUB STUD BOOK 


1 Liberty Street - - - - New York 


THE NEW STUD BOOK 


The Stud Book for 1912 has been published and is on 
sale in this office, in its new form, Beside the regular 
volume, containing all breeds, it has five Sections separ- 
ated in Breeds, as follows: 

Section I.—Beagles, Bloodhounds, Chesapeakes, Deer- 
hounds, Foxhounds, Greyhounds, Griffons (Sporting), 
Pointers, a, Setters, Spaniels, Whippets, Wolf- 





bounds, also Great Danes and Dachshunde to balance the 
sections. 
Section II.—Bulldogs, Chow Chows, Dalmatians, 


French Bulldogs, Mastiffs, Pinschers, Poodles, St. Ber- 
nards, and all the Toy dogs. 

Section III.—Coilies and Sheepdogs. 

Section IV.—Airedales, Bedlingtons, Manchesters, 
Bullterriers, Dandie Dinmonts, Foxterries, Irish Terriers 
Scottish Terriers, Sealyham Terriers, West Highland 
White, and Welsh Terriers. : 

Section V.—Boston Terriers. 

The sections are $1 each, and the regular volume %. 
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, For Sale. 
GAME BIRDS 


Hungarian Partridges, Quail, Ring-neck Pheasants, Wild 
Turkeys, Capercailzie, Black Game, Wild Ducks, Decoys, 
Beautiful Swans, Fancy Pheasants, Peafowl, Cranes, 
Storks, Ornamental Ducks and Geese. 


**Everything in the bird line 
ne | 





I am the oldest established and largest exclusive dealer 
in land and water birds in America, and have on hand 
the most extensive stock in the United States, 


G. D. TILLEY, Naturalist 
Box “F” Darien, Conn. 


RAINBOW TROUT 


are well adapted to Eastern waters. Try stocking with 
) some of the nice yearlings or fry from our hatchery, and 
you will be pleased with the results. 


PLYMOUTH ROCK TROUT COMPANY, 
Colburn C. Wood, Supt., Plymouth, Mass. 


Small-Mouth Black Bass 


We have the only establishment dealing in young small- 
mouth black bass commercially in the United States. Vig- 
orous young bass in various sizes, ranging from advanced 
fry to 3 and 4 inch fingerlings for stocking purposes. 

. Waramaug Small-Mouth Black Bass Hatchery. 
Correspondence invited. Send for Circulars. Address 
HENRY W. BEAMAN - - New Preston, Conn. 
BROOK TROUT of all ages for stocking brooks 

and lakes. Brook trout eggs 


in any quantity. Warranted delivered anywhere in fine 
- condition. Correspondence solicited. 
THE PLYOMUTH ROCK TROUT CO., 
Plymouth, Mass. 














BROOK TROUT 
Particularly strong, healthy and well developed. Brook 
trout fingerlings, in any quantity, for fall delivery. 
Orders being booked now. 
JAMES CRUICKSHANK ESTATE, 
Big Indian, Ulster County, N. Y. 


. FOR SALE.—Brook trout, fry, fingerlings and yearlings, 
eyed eggs in season. Hotel trade a specialty. Address 
N. F. HOXIE, R. F.D., Plymouth, Mass. 








FOR SALE —Wild Celery Seed 


The food for Canvashacks. Address PETER FISHER, 
k. D. No. 5, Oshkosh, Wis. 


BETTER DUCK SHOOTING. 


How? By punting natural foods, like wild celery, duck 
potato, wild rice, etc., in your waters. Ducks come 
miles for them. Try our wild mallard ducks for decoys. 
Write for circular. CLYDE B. TERRELL, Oshkosh, Wis. 








FOR SALE ‘ 
Parker Trap Gun, D _ Grade, splendid condition. 
Hand Loading Outfit, original in design, high grade, will 
load shells that have been fired as successfully as new 
ones. Full particulars by letter. E. R. STILSON, 
New London, Ohio. 


READ THE OLD STORIES 


If you want to read Nessmuk, Robinson and other old 
masters, I will sell you reasonably ten bound volumes of 
ForEST AND StREAM—from 15 to 25, inclusive. Address 
TAYLOR, care Forest and Stream. 





Curios, Den curios for sale. [Illustrated list, 5 cents. 
Large stock prehistoric and modern Indian relics, 
old guns and pistols, Alaska curios, minerals, fos- 
sils, etc. Address N. E. CARTER, Elkhorn, Wis. 











t us send you a pamphlet 
telling what hunters who have 
used it say about the 


Simplex Wild Turkey Call 


A prominent San Antonio man says: ‘‘It is the 
most perfect call I have ever seen and I have 
used every kind I could buy or make.” Every 
hunter should have one in his vest ket. 
Guaranteed. At all leading dealers or by mail 
prepaid, $1.00. SAUNDERS MFG. CO. 


Box F, Roanoke, Va. 


TIT - 
9599990939 934) 320 195999399; 
sypa) bit 22122 12 7p 












ARTHUR BINNEY 


(Formerly STEWART & BINNEY) 
Naval Architect and Yacht Broker 


Mason 6ldg., Kilby St., BOSTON, MASS. 
Cable Address “‘Designer,”” Boston 












and every movement of my legs seemed only to 
drive them further into the mud. 

Not wishing to take root in the succulence 
beneath me, or join in holy wedlock with fair 
Mistress Tibbits, in her exceedingly damp bridal 
chamber, I turned as on a pivot, as far as my 
body would twist, and threw my rod arm over 
the tree. With this purchase even, I could not 
lift my legs; so in desperation I locked the 
mouth of the net by turning the handle halt 
way round and placed it carefully on the log. 
Then I managed to embrace that old stick with 
a fervor that must have made Miss Tibbits 
blush. Up slowly came my boots, with groans 
and gurgles like a wornout well, and throwing 
one clumsy leg over the tree, I climbed to its 
top, when, horror and damnation! my knee 
struck the net and over it went. Little could I 
portray the gloom that came crashing upon my 
spirit at that dire catastrophe—“Varus, Varus, 
what have you done with my legions?” 1 
rescued the net, but, alas! it had nothing in it. 
I had lost my trophy and my soul cried out for 
a Myrra, to light my funeral pyre. Blind with 
chagrin, I sat astride that tree some weary mo- 
ments, and then the delicious deviltry of the 
thing struck a different vein and I laughed at 
my discomfiture and the freedom of my whilom 
captive. In future years, as time rolls on, I 
doubt not but that this little incident will be- 
come a rich and tender memory, fraught with 
the sweetest spirit of the chase—he was mine, 
but still he lives—so let it pass, and we will on 
toward Lincoln. 

As once more I started forward, a red sun 


touched the hilltop, impaled upon the mighty , 


pine spears, the bleeding heart of a dying day, 
and fantastic shadows crept among the verdant 
greens and set the bullfrogs croaking. And 
when that ball of fire sank below the crest the 
sky and clouds were suddenly bewitched with 
color, till the heavens from pole to pole blazed 
a marvelous enchantment. Into the hollows of 
the brook sparkling shafts of opal danced and 
played, and the tall cat-tails cut black chasms 
in its midst. 

Gently over the valley night stole quietly 
along, and as I turned to leave the stream a 
solitary sandpiper flew swiftly past and dropped 
upon the muddy bank below. There he stood 
upon his slender legs, bobbing up and down, the 
spirit of the swamp, and through the twilight 
rang his silvery angelus—twee! twee! twee! 


Black Ducks Breeding on Meadows of Barne- 
gat and Mannahawkin. 

GUNNERS say that there are thousands of 
blackducks about Barnegat and Mannahawkin 
bays this summer, and that thousands of nests 
can be found on the medows. This is com- 
paratively a new thing in recent years. It was 
noticed two years ago that a few blackducks 
stayed here during the breeding season. Last 
year the number increased; this year, so the 
gunners say, who are watching the birds, there 
has been a bigger increase still in their num- 
ber. 

Two conditions are mentioned as a possi- 
ble reason for this. One is that the great 
breeding grounds in Canada are being broken 
up by civilization. Wheat farms take the 
place of wild country, and the birds are scared 
away from the little lakes, The other is that 
there is no longer late spring shooting in this 
section, and the birds find they are unmolested 
as the spring comes on and stay here. 


J. KANNOFSKY, 
PRACTICAL GLASS BLOWER 


Od 


and manufacturer of artificial eyes for birds, animals and manu- 
facturing purposes a specialty. Send for prices. All kinds of 
heads and skulls for furriers and taxidermists. 369 Canal 
Streot, New York. 


Please mention “Forest and Stream.” 





WHEN THE MIDNIGHT CHOO-CHOO 
LEAVES FOR ALABAM; 


Row-Row-Row: 100 other popular songs, with music; 
postpaid, 10 cents. Address BOND MUSIC CO., Lock 
Box 82, Station A, Boston, Mass. 


Your money back if you’re not satisfied. 


BASEBALL 
MAGAZINE 


For OCTOBER on sale Sept. 10th 
15c at all News-stands 












You don’t know how little you know about 
Baseball until you read the Baseball Magazine. 


NEW THEORIES ——- NEW DOPE 






NEW FACTS —- 









Every number a ‘‘ home run”’ 


SPECIAL OFFER 
3 Months Trial Subscription for 25c. 


This offer is for a limited time only and is not 
open to preseat subscribers. Fill out the 
coupon attached and mail to-day. 










BASEBALL MAGAZINE 
70 Fifth Avenue New York 


Gentlemen : — Enclosed find 25c. jeont 
3 months trial subscription. 
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A 4-Pound Shotgun 


for 44 x Lor 44 W.CF. shot 
as well as 44 ball cartridges. 


| List Price - - - - $5.00 


For experienced sports- 

men — for boys — for 

ladies—a splendid light gun for | 
small birds at . 


20 to 25 yards. 


Drop us a line asking for our 
catalog, or any information you 
may wish, about Rifles, Shot- 
guns, Pistols, or Rifle Tele- 
scopes. 


J. STEVENS ARMS & TOOL CO. 


323"Main Street 
CHICOPEE FALLS, MASSACHUSETTS 


Are You A Gunner? 


Do you love to follow your good dog over the fields in search of quail or ehidhaiin, or to struggle 
through swamp or along thick grown hillside, expecting to hear the roar of the ruffed grouse or 
the twitter of the fall woodcock? If so, you should have this new book. 


AMERICAN GAME BIRD SHOOTING 


By GEORGE BIRD GRINNELL 
This companion volume to ‘‘American Duck Shooting’’ treats of the upland game which American 
sportsmen shoot over dogs—woodcock, snipe, all the quail, grouse and turkeys. 
The first part of the volume is devoted to a description of the various species and their habits—the way 
in which they live their lives. 
The second part of the book is devoted to upland shooting and treats of the methods by which all the 
upland birds are pursued and taken. ‘The chapter ‘‘Aids to Shooting’’ describes the clothing, guns, 
and loads and dogs that the gunner may profitably use; while the last section of the book treats of the 
shooting of the future and the efforts to rear our native quail and grouse in domestication. 


The volume is illustrated by colored plates of ruffed grouse and quail, and 48 full page portraits of 
different game birds and hunting scenes, with a number of cuts in the text. 


Cloth. About 575 pages. Price, $3.50, net. Postage 25 cents. 


This book is of inestimable value. It contains the genuine hunter- 
naturalist facts given in the most entertaining and interesting style. 


FOREST AND STREAM PUBLISHING CO., 127 Franklin St. NEW YORK CITY 





